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EDITORIAL 

From  out  of  the  depth  of  black  there 
shines  a  light.  There  is  no  darkness  too 
impenetrable  for  the  spirit  of  Christmas. 
Through  the  ages,  man  in  pain  and  hunger 
of  soul,  has  let  the  glorious  beauty  of 
Christmas  creep  into  his  heart,  and  he  has 
found  peace.  It  has  been  the  oasis  for  the 
oppressed,  the  weary,  and  the  fearful,  and 
never  has  it  failed  to  give  hope  to  the  doubt- 
ful and  the  will  to  live  to  the  despairing. 

Christmas  has  a  special  message  for 
every  age.  To  the  children  it  just  means 
fun — gay  decorations,  new  toys  and  a  gen- 
eral feeling  of  festivity.  To  those  in  the 
prime  of  life,  steeped  in  family  problems, 
it  means  a  time  of  reunion,  the  bringing  to- 
gether of  loved  ones  to  join  in  common 
celebration  of  the  glory,  both  material  and 
spiritual,  of  Christmas.  To  old  age,  it  means 
a  little  sentimental  about  the  holidays  of 
youth,  when  laughter  was  a  shade  gayer 
and  hearts  a  bit  more  eager. 

To  all  of  us  in  America,  Christmas  tradi- 
tion is  deep-rooted  and  immutable.  In  our 
hearts  we  still  hear  sleigh  bells  tinkling, 
the  rasp  of  sled-runners  on  the  frost  crust 
of  snow.  Santa  Claus  beams  and  twinkles 
with  all  the  hearty  jolliness  that  typifies 
the  rolypoly  little  man  in  the  bright  red 
suit.  Balsam  trees  gleam  with  shining 
ornaments  and  sparkling  light  shadow  their 
branches  with  a  multi-colored  glow.  Tables 
groan  with  savory  delicacies  pertinent  to 
the  Holiday  Season  .  .  .  giving  the  at- 
mosphere a  Bacchnalean  air  with  their  lavish 
abundance. 

But  most  important  is  the  deep,  rich 
happiness  felt  by  all  .  .  .  not  a  superficial 
happiness,  but  a  blessed  sense  of  real  joy. 
The  joy  that  always  comes  when  hearts  are 
forgiving  and  love  is  universal.  May  God 
grant  the  spirit  of  Christmas  to  every  heart 
in  every  land  and  bring  those  hearts  peace. 


^Wkits  CJixi^tma^  at  (=4ulr  iJ~*ark 


Whether  the  earth  in  December  be  wrapped  with  blankets  of  snow,  glisten- 
ning  in  the  sunlight,  or  carpeted  with  patterns  of  green  vegetation  caressed 
by  winds  which  blow  from  an  azure  sky,  itself  touched  with  fluffs  of  white, 
White  Christmas  is  not  only  an  annual  festival  in  memory  of  the  birth  of 
Christ  but  also  a  spirit,  an  atmosphere,  an  emanation,  a  glow  which  rises 
in  the  mind  and  heart  of  those  who  celebrate  such  Christmas. 

True  it  is,  that  just  Christmas  ought  to  connote  all  the  aura  of  meaning 
which  we  shift  to  the  adjective  white,  using  the  word  as  if  it  were  a 
synonym  for  uuselfishness,  thoughtful Iness,  genorosity.  Going  back  to  the 
story  of  the  "Woman  Wrapped  in  Silence,"  the  babe,  who  was  to  be 
called  Jesus,  wrapped  in  swaddling  clothes,  and  the  wise  men  bearing  gold 
and  frankincense  and  myrrh  all  enveloped  in  wonder  and  adoration,  we 
have  the  supreme  example  of  prayer,  praise,  and  gifts;  but  somewhere 
along  the  avenue  of  the  nineteen  hundred  and  forty-one  years  interven- 
ing between  then  and  now,  the  practice  of  selfish  barter  was  substituted 
for  selfless  giving  until  we  of  the  living  present  feel  that  we  have  to  en- 
hance that  most  holy  of  words,  Christmas,  with  the  qualifying  white  when 
we  wish  to  suggest  the  halo  of  kindliness  surrounding  the  Yuletide. 

Be  that  as  it  may,  Gulf  Park  loves  its  White  Christmas  which  is  sponsored 
by  the  Young  Woman's  Christian  Association  and  shared  in  by  every  stu- 
dent and  faculty  member.  In  its  early  years,  Gulf  Park,  like  other  children, 
had  a  Christmas  tree,  glittering  with  ornaments  and  laden  with  presents 
all  for  itself,  and  a  Santa  Claus,  red  and  white  and  jolly,  to  hand  out 
those  presents;  and  then  depression  settled  upon  the  land  with  such 
ponderous  weight  that  to  persist  in  such  a  restricted  jubilation  seemed 
like  the  worst  of  follies. 

But  Christmas  should  be  celebrated  joyously,  and  so  the  "Y"  said  in  effect, 
"Let  us  keep  the  Christmas  tree  but  give  our  gifts  to  those  whose  current 
circumstances  of  life  are  less  fortunate  than  ours.  Let  us  wrap  packages 
of  soup,  sweaters,  or  spinach  or  what-you-will  with  the  white  tissue  of 
happiness,  seal  them  with  the  silver  stars  of  hope,  and  tie  them  with  the 
strong  cords  of  Christian  love;  and  when  we  go  into  the  dining  hall  to 
"laugh  and  be  merry,"  let  us  lay  at  the  base  of  our  tree  our  gifts  of  con- 
verted gold  and  frankincense  and  myrrh.  Let  us,  for  once,  be  God-like  in 
honor  of  the  Christ  child.  And  so  it  was  that  Gulf  Park  as  a  unit  celebrated 
what  was,  indeed,  a  Merry  Christmas!  Since  then,  if  certain  children  in  the 
abstract  have  asked,  "Is  there  a  gift  somewhere  for  us,"  Gulf  Park  has 
answered  "Yes,  here  is  a  gift  for  you!" 

Once  again  in  the  year  of  our  Lord,  1941,  in  giving  that  answer,  Gulf 
Park,  under  the  leadership  of  the  "Y"  with  Lily  Belle  Anderson  as  presi- 
dent, makes  bells  jingle  in  its  own  heart  and  proclaims: 

"We   rejoice   in   the   light 

And  we  echo  the  song 

That   comes    down    through    the    night 

From   the   heavenly   throng, 

Ay,  we  shout  to  the   lovely  evangel   they  bring, 

And  we  greet  in  His  cradle  our  Saviour  and  King." 


®Ijr  QHjriBtmas  spirit  1041, 


CHRISTMAS 

When  all  the  world's  at  strife  for  tyrant's 

power, 
And    peace    is    gone    except    in    dreamer's 

dreams ; 
America  still  homes  the  brave  and  free 
And  dropping  bombs   are  still   beyond  the 

sea. 
We   still  rejoice  and  yet  the  tidings   seem 
To  point  a  bloody  finger  to  the  hour 
When  dropping  bombs,  no  longer  only  there, 
Are  dropping  on  our  own  beloved  shores 
And    even    dreamers    dream    of    peace    no 

more. 
This  Christmas  brings  a  feeling  of  despair; 
The  weak  and  strong  alike  have  cause  to 

cower. 

—Sue  Mitchell. 


CHRISTMAS  EVE 

The  Christmas  tree  burst  into  lights 
The  carolers  joyfully  sing 
Of  that  night  so  very  long  ago 
When  Christ  was  born,  the  King. 

The  world  in  all  its  hurtling  speed 
Slows  down  for  just  one  night, 
And  everyone  is  gay  again, 
No  matter  what  one's  plight. 

All  quarrels  now  forgot  and  o'er 
They  meet  once  more  united; 
For  just  one  night  of  all  the  year, 
In  all  things  they're  delighted. 

And  joy  is  in  the  hearts  of  all. 
The  carolers  joyfully  sing 
Of  that  night  so  very  long  ago 
When  Christ  was  born,  the  King. 

— Janellen  Boggess. 


ENTER! 

Christmas  time  is  hear  at  last 

One  more  year  is  nearly  past. 

The  fun  you've  had,  and  sadness,  too 

All  come  swiftly  back  to  you— 

Of  cokes,  and  dates,  and  things  you've  said, 

Of  bells  for  breakfast,  then  for  bed. 

Of  people  here  and  there  you've  met, 

And  all  those  things  you  can't  forget. 

For  all  of  these  and  even  more, 

The  New  Year  holds  an  open  door. 

— Jackie  Hancock. 


CHRISTMAS  a  La  DIXIE 

Christmas  a  La  Dixie  can't  be  beat. 

It  brings  peace,  good  will,  chimes  clear  and 
sweet. 

Outside,  the  world  is  colored  red  and  green. 

Inside,  'tis  cool  enough  for  cheery  fires  to 
light  the  scene — 

A  scene  of  love,  of  thankfulness,  and  prayer 

In  which  Christ's  Spirit  dwells  with  lov- 
ing care. 

— Catherine  Brown. 


A  NORTHERN   CHRISTMAS 

At  Christmas  snow  is  all  around, 
Lying  knee  deep  on  the  ground 
That  flakey,  downy,   airy  fluff 
Of   which,   I'll   never   see   enough. 
Sleigh   bells   jingle  through   the   night 
To  keep  the  spirit  gay  and  bright. 
Coasting,   skiing,   skating  daily, 
The  sound  of  voices  shouting  gayly — 
A  Northern  Christmas  such  as  this, 
Is  something  I  shall  never  miss. 

— Betty   Hazell. 


CHICAC40   AT   CHRISTMAS 

Traffic  jams  and  busy  streets; 
Policemen  put  on  extra  beats; 
Windows  changed  into  fairylands 
Where  children  stare  and  clap  their  hands 
— Chicago  at  Christmas. 

Department  stores  all  aglow; 

Streets  full  of  slushy  snow; 

Christmas   cheer   fills   the"  air 

From  Marshall  Fields  down  to  the  Fair 

— Chicago  at   Christmas. 

College  folks  just  back  from  school 
Delight   in  air  that's  crisp   and   cool. 
Along  State  Street  the  carols  ring — 
Make   shoppers  want  to  laugh   and   sing 
— Chicago  at  Christmas. 

Whether  rich  or  poor,  young  or  old 

These  shoppers   do  not  mind  the  cold 

Chicago's  much  too  gay  a  place 

For  one  to  mind  the  busy  pace 

Of    people    during    the    Christmas    season. 

All  these  things  make  up  the  reason 

Why  I  enjoy 

— Chicago  at  Christmas. 

— Muriel   Barker. 
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OUT  OF  THE  MANGER 

The  dawn  stole  slowly  from  the  east, 
Painting  the  crusted  snow  with  cold. 
The  earth's  pulse  leaped  in  man  and  beast, 
To  see  the  glorious  day  unfold. 

The  human  world  awoke  with  joy 
And  to  each  other  turned  in  love. 
Each  man  and  woman,  girl  and  boy, 
Led  by  the  light  sent  from  above. 

In  holy,  reverent  mood  they  knelt, 
United  in  their  thankful  prayer, 
That  God  had  made  all  hatred  melt, 
And   sent   sweet   unity  to  share. 

Blest  Christmas  spirit  oe'r  all  did  lay, 
Bringing   infinite  peace. 
Filled  with  the  promise  each  coming  day, 
Would  brother-love  increase. 

— Grace  Pepperman. 


CHRISTMAS  SIGHTS 

See  the  following  snow  flakes 

From  the  graying  sky. 
See  the  gay  clad  skaters 

Laughingly    glide  by. 
See  the  colored  stockings 

For  Santa  Claus  to  fill. 
See  the  joyous  children 

Nancy,  Jack,  and  Bill. 
See  how  glad  they  all  are: 

Christmas  is  here  once  more. 
See  the  mothers  telling 

The  old  Christmas  lore. 
See  all  the  ornaments 

Dangling  from   the   tree. 
See  the  glowing  fire 

Loved  by  you  and  me. 
See  the  pure  white  candles 

Flashing  cheery  light. 
See  the  sights  of  home  again 
On  this  Christmas  night. 

— Becky  Beinis. 


CHRISTMAS  HERE 


THE  SPIRIT  OF  CHRISTMAS 

The  spirit  of  Christmas   is  one  fine  thing 
That  makes   folks   laugh,   be   merry   and 
sing. 
It  hits  us  around  December  eight 

And   then  we  begin   to   feel   wonderfully 
great. 

It  makes  the  worst  of  us  be  good 

And  try  to  do  everything  that  we  should. 

We  help  the  poor,  we  give  to  all, 
We  sing  carols  and  deck  the  hall. 

We  open  our  small  savings  purse, 
And  try  to  better  the  universe, 

By  doing  all  kind  things  we  can, 
To  help  our  needy  fellowmen. 

We  think  of  Jesus  meek  and  kind, 
Who  came  to  earth  to  lift  mankind. 

Who  then  could  but  feel  merry  and  gay, 
At  the  glorious  gift  of  Christmas   day. 

— Bernadine  Daigle. 


As  the   golden  dawn   was  breaking, 

Sleepy  children  were  awaking 

For  Santa  had  been  there  that  night 

And    brought   them    presents    to   delight. 

Pajama  clad,  they  ran  downstairs 

Shouting,  "Look  at  my  pretty  chairs!" 

Another  joyous  child  gave  cries: 

"Look,  my  dolly  closes  her,  eyes !" 

Throughout  these  United  States 

Every  person  celebrates 

Thanking    the   Christ    child,    that    is    dear, 

His  birth  is  still  remembered  here. 

— Helen  Harlin. 


CHRISTMAS  TIDE 


Amid  the  noise  of  traffic  and  last- 
minute  shopping  crowds,  a  voice  rings  out 
over  the  masses,  and  all  stop  to  listen.  There 
is  silence  for  a  second — then  a  choir  of 
voices  blends  into  Silent  Nigh?,  Holy  Night. 
A  few  hurried  bodies  disappear  into  the 
stores.  Several  more  shrug  their  shoulders 
and  walk  on,  but  there  is  no  escape  from 
the  music.  With  the  thin,  feathery  snow- 
flakes  gently  drifting  on  heavy  coats  and 
furs,  with  neon  lights  flashing  silently 
across  Broadway,  with  cars  and  trucks  mo- 
tionless, with  shoppers  and  newsboys  stand- 
ing mute,  the  carols  penetrate  the  long  busi- 
ness street.  A  little  boy,  his  coat  with  two 
large  patches,  a  grubby  cap  and  untied, 
worn  shoes,  brushes  away  a  tear  with  a 
closed  fist.  A  man  coughs  hoarsely,  glances 
around  him,  and  leans  over  the  boy,  stuffing 
a  bill  in  his  little  hand.  A  woman  smiles 
at  the  sleeping  baby  in  her  arms  and  holds 
him  closer.  An  elderly  couple  clasp  hands, 
but  say  nothing. 

Then  the  song  is  over.  The  traffic  be- 
gins and  the  crowds  move  along  their  way. 
Slowly  a  murmur  grows  until,  at  last,  the 
noise  is  complete — but  the  Christmas  spirit 
is  everywhere. 

I  love  the  Christmas  tide! 

— Dorothy  Ann  Babb. 


Olive  Lindsag  Wakefield 
Delightfully  Entertains 
With  Reading  Lecture 

Vachel  Lindsay's  Sister  is  Guest  of  College 

Olive  Lindsay  Wakefield,  distinguished 
lecturer  of  Belmont,  Massachusetts,  and 
sister  of  the  internationally  famed  Nicholas 
Vachel  Lindsay,  who  was  resident  poet  in 
Gulf  Park  during  the  school  years  1923  and 
1924,  gave  a  reading  lecture  to  an  enthus- 
iastic audience  in  the  college  auditorium 
on  Tuesday  evening,  November  25,  on  the 
subject  Vachel  Lindsay,  a  Forerunner. 

"The  things  that  people  are  thinking 
and  saying  and  writing  now"  asserted  Mrs. 
Wakefield,  "Vachel  was  saying  and  writing 
forty  years  ago."  The  ideas  of  the  brother- 
hood of  man,  universal  peace,  and  practical 
democracy,  she  showed  her  audience,  are 
to  be  found  in  his  early  poems,  such  as  "A 
Net  to  Snare  the  Moonlight,"  which  tells 
what  the  man  of  faith  said;  "The  Leaden- 
Eyed,"  which  laments  that  "young  souls 
are  smothered  out  before  they  flaunt  their 
pride";  and  "Factory  Windows  Are  Always 
Broken." 

Mrs.  Wakefield,  in  her  inimitable  Lind- 
say manner,  told  how  Vachel  was  first  set 
apart  by  his  family  to  be  a  doctor  to  carry 
on  the  profession  of  his  father  and  how, 
being  more  inclined  to  a  career  as  an  artist, 
he  tried  less  and  less  to  become  a  doctor, 
and,  finally,  how  finding  no  ready  ac- 
ceptance for  his  art  work,  he  fully  re- 
solved to  be  a  poet  and  subsequently,  as 
"a  peddler  of  dreams,  as  the  sole  active 
member  of  the  ancient  brotherhood  of 
troubadours"  took  several  walking  tours  on 
which  he  exchanged  his  rhymes  for  a  meal 
or  a  night's  lodging. 

By  defining  the  situations  out  of  which 
they  grew,  Mrs.  Wakefield  illuminated  her 
selections  for  the  evening's  program  and 
then,  as  a  result  of  her  life  long  sympathetic 
interest  in  her  brother's  work,  she  chanted 
them  almost  as  the  poet  himself  would 
have  chanted  them.  She  gave  from  the 
poetry  by  incantation  "George  William 
Booth  Enters  into  Heaven,"  "The  Congo," 
and  "Daniel;"  from  the  poem  games,  "The 
Potatoes'  Dance;"  from  the  moon  quiet 
lyrics  "A  Net  to  Snare  the  Moonlight," 
"The  Moon  Is  the  North  Wind's  Cookie," 
and  "Sew  the  Flags  Together." 

While  Vachel  Lindsay  was  in  Gulf  Park, 
Albert  V.  Davies,  head  of  the  Music  De- 
partment here,  set  some  of  Mr.  Lindsay's 
lyrics  to  music  with  such  artistry  that  the 


poet,  wholly  delighted,  forgot  his  openly 
proclaimed  dislike  of  musical  settings  for 
his  verse  and  presented  Mr.  Davies  with  a 
volume  of  his  Collected  Poems  with  the 
petition  that  Mr.  Davies  set  the  entire  book 
to  music.  As  a  graceful  interlude  to  Mrs. 
Wakefield's  lecture,  Mr.  Davies  played  and 
Miss  Lois  Smith  sang  three  of  the  songs 
entitled  "The  Rose  of  Midnight,"  "Resigna- 
tion," (In  Memory  of  a  Child)  and  "The 
Psyche-Butterfly." 

Mrs.  Wakefield,  who  with  her  husband 
Dr.  Paul  Wakefield,  was  for  many  years  a 
missionary  in  China,  is  a  woman  of  such 
rich  cultural  experience,  comprehensive 
sympathy,  and  gracious  manner  that  al- 
most instantly  she  wins  the  attention  of 
her  audience  and  then  she  holds  it  by  the 
inherent  interest  of  her  revelation.  Gulf 
Park  College  feels  that  to  have  had  Olive 
Lindsay  Wakefield  for  even  a  brief  sojourn 
on  the  campus  was  a  privilege  long  to  be 
remembered  and  cherished. 

After  the  lecture  on  Tuesday  evening, 
Prsident  and  Mrs.  Richard  G.  Cox  enter- 
tained the  faculty  and  other  friends  at  a 
reception  in  the  college  parlors  in  honor 
of  Mrs.  Wakefield. 


Coast  Club  Members 
Entertain  Boarding  Students 

The  Coast  Club  held  its  annual  entertain- 
ment for  the  Gulf  Park  boarding  students 
on  November  3,  with  each  member  of  the 
club  choosing  a  new  student  to  be  her 
guest  from  the  great  number  that  entered 
Gulf  Park  College  in  the  fall.  The  club 
members  called  for  the  students  at  the  col- 
lege in  the  early  afternoon  and  all  went  to 
the  show,  after  which  the  guests  were  taken 
to  the  Yacht  Club  for  an  after-movie  snack. 

The  club  was  decorated  very  hospitably 
in  the  school  colors  of  green  and  gold  with 
a  large  bowl  of  yellow  chrysanthemums  on 
the  serving  table  and  others  in  various 
places  throughout  the  room.  A  log  fire  was 
burning  briskly  in  the  large  open  fireplace, 
permeating  the  room  with  a  bright,  happy 
glow. 

There  was  a  constant  jabber  of  friendly 
voices  as  the  Coast  girls  and  dorm  girls 
gossiped  about  the  show,  clothes,  the  latest 
thing  in  boys,  and  what-not.  Dancing  fol- 
lowed the  refreshments,  with  Mr.  Sale  tak- 
ing shots  at  the  most  informal  moments. 
He  took  other  pictures  of  the  offcers  wth 
their  guests  and  the  Coast  Club  members. 

Miss  Sybil  Knoth,  the  Coast  Club  spon- 
sor, was  present  and  entered  into  the 
entertainment  with  all  the  warmth,  fun, 
and  charm  that  is  Miss  Knoth. 
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MINNIE    MINCHELL 


Seems  to  be  a  good  old  feud  araging 
still  between  rooms  8  and  10  in  Lloyd.  Little 
Eva  you  better  watch  out. 

Well  Hazell,  you  must  be  really  getting 
places  when  you  start  planning  the  home — 

That  siren  with  a  man  (?)  was  Miss 
Weatherbee. 

So  you  rode  the  Chattanooga  Choo- 
Choo,  Bobbie,  how  was  it? 

Collie,  is  the  jinx  off  yet?  Don't  worry 
so  you  can  stand  some  one  else  up  some 
time. 

We  are  sorry  for  Marian  Wilbert  for 
on  her  visit  home  she  expressed  her  grief 
in  not  being  able  to  return  to  her  second 
childhood  and  being  a  bottle  baby. 

Julie,  you  know  secrets  are  supposed 
to  be  kept. 

We  hope  you  haven't  been  on  Weil's 
mind  lately  even  though  it  must  be  a  great 
honor. 

It's  funny  how  so  many  people  like  the 
tinting  on  that  picture  in  your  room, 
Juanita. 

We  don't  like  hypocrites,  do  we  Jane 
Hall.   It  just  isn't  ethical. 

Has  anyone  seen  T  Angell?  He  was  lost 
the  last  time  I  heard — (The  turtle,  I  mean 
— Jackie.) 

Hold  back,  no  tact,  that's  Mack. 

Does  anyone  know  Bruce  Cabot  person- 
ally? There's  a  little  item  I  worked  to 
check  upon — that's  too  good  a  story  Jim 
tells. 

Say,  Jim,  Eric  Linden  really  gets  around 
— a  date  with  you  Saturday  night  in  Dallas 
and  then  one  with  Doris  Duke  Cromwell  on 
Sunday  in  New  York.  What  a  man? 

Virginia  Thomas'  psychology  experi- 
ment showed  5  to  1  cold  spots  over  the  hot. 
Say,  Virginia,  why  don't  you  defrost? 

Seems  as  if  Jane  Brockman  and  Dot 
Zachery  did  all  right  over  the  Thanksgiving 
holidays,  they  came  back  pinned.  But  Bet- 
ty Claire  did  a  little  better — she  came  back 
with  a  husband. 

Janellen,  I  hear  the  laundry  just  came 
in.  Better  run! 

"Tex"  is  such  a  romantic  name,  Jo,  and 
especially  over  the  phone,  don't  you  think? 


Harriet  Ray  seems  to  still  be  dubious  as 
to  whether  it's  "love"  or  "infatuation"  she 
has  for  Sammy. 

Does  anyone  know  why  Betty  Hazell 
goes  around  in  a  daze,  singing,  "Hatties- 
burg,  Hattiesburg,  we  salute  you,"  all  the 
time?  Is  his  name  Roy  or  Ray,  Betty?  I 
always  did  confuse  the  two! 

If  any  of  you  trip  over  Genny  Hawkins 
who  will  probably  be  on  the  floor  following 
her  nose,  don't  think  she's  completely  in- 
sane. She's  just  playing  "slave"  to  a  very 
spirited  turtle  who  answers  to  the  name  of 
"T.  Angell.' 

If  you  all  are  interested  in  a  little  "dirt," 
just  go  around  to  Hancock's  room  and  ask 
her  about  T.  A.'s  plans  for  Christmas  eve, 
and  also  what  happened  to  the  equipment. 

Billy  seems  to  still  think  she  is  going 
to  "Set  the  World  On  Fire."  Forget  it, 
Billy,  you  haven't  got  a  chance. 

If  you  kids  could  have  only  seen  the 
way  Julie  dove  for  the  notes  the  soldiers 
threw  while  passing  by  in  front,  it  was 
quite  a  sight. 

I  know  one  little  "Dictator"  that's  going 
to  get  her  bangs  clipped  if  she  doesn't  slow 
down.  Get  it,  Little  Eva? 

Our  glamorous  gal  Mary  S.  seems  to 
be  making  a  hit  with  Pensacola  boys. 

Wonder  why  Mary  Jo  Kisler  was  all 
smiles  when  she  returned  from  Pensacola. 

We  are  glad  to  hear  that  Etta  Jane 
Wilkinson's  trip  home  turned  out  all  right 
even  though  it  wasn't  what  she  planned. 

Seems  as  if  the  Juniors  received  all  the 
invitations  to  the  Christmas  dance  in  Pen- 
sacola, Eh!  Seniors? 

Marie  Cottingham  says  to  tell  all  Tammy 
Howl  readers  that  she  had  a  wonderful  time 
in  Auburn,  Ala. 

Jean  Smith,  our  hats  off  to  you  for 
doing  a  grand  job  on  the  decoration  of  the 
Junior  Dance.  We  missed  you,  Honey. 

Margaret  Eby,  can  you  tell  us  how  you 
are  going  to  spend  your  campus? 

Emmylou  Powell  said  she  had  such  a 
wonderful  time  on  her  trip  that  she  didn't 
want  to  come  back  to  school. 

Louise  B.  certainly  likes  Hattiesburg. 
Wonder  if  there's  a   special  reason. 

Merrv  Christmas, 
MINNIE. 


Gulf  Park  Host  To  Leading  State  Educators 

Representatives  Enjoy  Outstanding  Program  at  Mississippi  Junior  and 
Senior   College   Conference 


"The  interest  of  these  college  admin- 
istrators follows  this  order:  the  girls  first, 
the  horses  second,  the  convention  third." 
This  opinion  was  expressed  in  private  con- 
versation by  one  of  the  leading  educators 
attending  the  conference,  as  he  observed 
the  delegates  loath  to  leave  Gulf  Park's 
stables  and  return  to  an  afternoon  session. 
Gulf  Park  is  honored  to  have  been  the 
host,  November  16  and  17,  to  the  Missis- 
sippi Junior  and  Senior  College  Conference 
for  1941.  Judging  by  the  quotation  above 
we  were  successful  in  our  attempt  to  make 
our  guests  feel  that  this  was  a  visit  and 
not  merely  attendance  at  another  conven- 
tion. The  Gulf  Park  faculty  had  opportun- 
ity to  greet  and  become  acquainted  with 
many  outstanding  school  administrators  of 
Mississippi  at  the  barbecue  on  the  beach, 
Sunday  evening,  luncheon  on  Monday  and 
banquet  on  Monday  evening  in  the  college 
dining  room.  The  enthusiasm  shown  by 
these  visitors  over  the  entertainment  by 
college  students  in  the  Department  of  Voice, 
Dance,  Speech,  and  Theatre  Arts  seemed 
to  justify  the  opinion  that  their  first  in- 
terest was  the  girls — as,  after  all,  it  should 
be. 

The  entire  convention  was  honored  to 
have  as  its  guest  speakers  Dr.  Charles  S. 
Pendleton,  of  Peabody  College  and  Dean 
Marten  ten  Hoor  of  Tulane  University. 
Dr.  Pendleton's  opening  address,  "General 
Education  and  Cultural  Values"  served  as 
the  keynote  for  all  following  discussions. 
Dean  ten  Hoor's  address,  "The  Moral  Obli- 
gations of  Education  in  a  Democracy"  was 
a  fitting  challenge  to  all  who  propose  to  be 
leaders    in    education. 

SCHEDULE    OF    EVENTS 
Sunday,  November  16 
Barbecue  on  the  Beach 
Registration  __Reception  Room,  Hardy  Hall 

Vesper  Service College  Auditorium 

Music '___Gulf  Park  College  Glee  Club 

Address:  Folk  Lore  and  Fact  Along  Some 

Bible  Rivers   

Lucy  Louise  Hatcher 

Academic  Dean Gulf  Park  College 

Monday,   November  17 
Morning  Session,  College  Auditorium 
P.  M.  West,  Presiding 
Theme:  Development  of  a  Program  of  Gen- 
eral Education  in  the  First  Two  Years  of 
College. 

Invocation D.  M.  Nelson 

Music Gulf  Park  College  Glee  Club 

Address  of  Welcome Rupert  H.  Cooke 

Response Knox  M.  Broom 


Address:    General    Education    and    Cultural 

Values 

Dr.     Charles     S.     Pendleton,     Peabody 

College 

Student  Personnel  and  Guidance  as  Related 
to  a  Program  of  General  Education 

L.   0.   Todd 

Discussion — 

Techniques  Involved  in  the  Development 

of  General  Education D.  G.  Humphrey 

Discussion — 

Instructional  Methods  in  General  Educa- 
tion   W.  M.  Kethley 

Discussion  and  Announcements — 

Lunch College  Dining  Room 

Afternoon  Session,  College  Auditorium 
A.  B.  Butts,  Presiding 
Panel   Discussion:    Terminal   Education 

Chairman,  J.  M.  Ewing 

Introductory  Address  by  the  Chairman. 
Other  members  of  the  panel,  each  speak- 
ing ten  minutes,  were: 

J.  B.  George — Immediate  Defense  Poli- 
cies as  Related  to  Terminal  Education. 
G.  M.  McLendon — A  Long  Range  Pro- 
gram. 
M.    L.    Smith — Moral    and    Democratic 
Aspects. 
Discussion — 
Announcements — 

Drive  to  Keesler  Field,  Biloxi,  for  inspection 
of  Air  Corps  Technical  School,  courtesy 
of   Colonel   Arthur   W.   Brock,  Jr.,   Com- 
manding Officer. 
Banquet  (Informal)   __College  Dining  Room 

Richard  G.  Cox,  Toastmaster 
Entertainment   by   college   students    in  the 
Departments  of  Voice,  The  Dance,  Speech 
and  Theatre  Arts. 
Address:  The  Moral  Obligation  of  Edu- 
cation in  a  Democracy   

Dean  Marten  ten  Hoor,  Tulane  Univer- 
sity. 
We  of  Gulf  Park  feel  that  our  hospital- 
ity has  indeed  paid  high  dividends  in  the 
inspiration  we  received  and  the  acquaint- 
ances we  made.  We  hope  the  "Educators" 
will  visit  us  again. 


THE  MAIL 

Rush,   rush,    rush 
Push,  push,  push 
Is  there  any? 
Hope  there's  many? 
Hurry,    hurry,    hurry 
Oh  what  a  skurry 
Tell  me,  what's  about? 
Naturally,    the    mail's 


out! 


— Virginia  Mitchell. 
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ART  STUDIO 


CHRISTMAS  WRAPPING 
—A  LA  1941 

Ye  Editor  Gives  Some 
Timely  Fashion  Tips 

The  last  Gulf  Parkers  have  just  returned 
from  a  glorious  Thanksgiving  week  end 
and  the  student  body  has  at  last  resigned 
itself  to  a  little  serious  work  before  the 
holidays  when  one  day,  someone  starts 
singing  "Jingle  Bells"  at  dinner,  and  sud- 
denly Christmas  is  all  but  here!  And  even 
if  you  have  a  little  calendar  in  your  room 
(and  who  hasn't?)  on  which  you  are  con- 
scientiously marking  off  each  day,  really 
aren't  you  surprised? 

Can  you  realize  that  in  just  a  few  hectic 
days,  work  and  worry  behind  you  (for  two 
weeks)  you  will  be  whirling  gaily  through 
a  holly-filled  hall  to  the  music  of  a  swing 
band!  And  the  way  things  look  now  you'll 
likely  be  whirling  in  an  ankle-length  ball- 
erina dress,  with  high  laced  evening  sandals 
like  ballet  slippers.  Strange  as  all  this  may 
sound  to  conservative  ears,  it  looks  like  a 
style  that  has  come  to  stay.  Pretty  and 
graceful,  it  spotlights  a  dainty  ankle  and 
turns  attention  to  your  dancing  feet — so 
brush  up  on  those  new  steps.  If  you  want 
to  look  feminine  by  all  means  make  friends 
with  this  new  fashion.  In  fragile  white 
lace,  a  dress  of  this  type  gives  a  girl  an 
ethereal  just-stepped-out-of -fairyland  look. 
Lace  in  any  length  by  the  way  is  adorning 
the  fashion  front  (and  you  too)  this  win- 
ter. Delicate  white  and  pastel  laces  com- 
bine with  marquisette  and  chiffon  in  dreamy 
waltz  dresses.  Frothy,  black  Chantilly  lace 
drapes  head  and  shoulders  in  a  romantic 
mood.  Black  lace  prints  on  sentimental 
pink  and  blues  add  something  new  to  your 
play  clothes,  and  wool  lace,  of  all  things, 
makes  the  yoke,  collar,  and  cuffs  of  many 
a  winter  afternoon  dress. 

In  your  hair  these  holiday  nights,  perch 
a  bright  velvet  bow  glittering  with  sequins, 
or  a  huge  black  satin  one  for  blond  curls. 
Bows   (and  beaux)   come  in  for  lots  of  at- 


tention this  Christmas.  Instead  of  severe 
beltless  waistlines  or  plain  tailored  belts, 
give  your  dress  a  whimsical  touch  with  a 
soft  little  bow  in  front  or  a  huge  butterfly 
bow  in  back,  which  incidentally  subtracts 
inches  from  your  waist. 

Don't  ponder  gloomily  on  the  inevitable 
after-Christmas  let-down.  Bring  back  a 
red  dress  and  wear  it  the  first  school  day. 
It's  guaranteed  to  banish  that  "Oh  here  I 
am  back  with  so  much  to  do"  feeling.  If 
you  don't  believe  me,  try  it,  for  a  sure  fire 
mood  lifter. 

I  wonder  if  everyone  will  come  back 
with  black  stockings  after  Christmas  ?  We've 
already  had  a  preview  of  them  with  half 
the  college  turning  out  in  black  silk  and 
Nylon  on  Sunday.  Don't  be  afraid  of  them. 
Wear  them  boldly  even  if  your  roommate 
abhors  them ;  They're  stylish  and  accent  the 
slimness  of  a  pair  of  pretty  legs. 

If  it's  the  Christmas  "What  to  give 
vho"  problem  that  you're  worrying  abouA 
here's  a  few  suggestions  which  may  help. 
For  your  best  girl  friends  why  not  give  per- 
fume? You  psychology  students  might 
psycho-analyse  your  roommate  unawares 
and  have  created  for  her  a  perfume  that 
matches  her  temperament — and  her's  alone. 
And  speaking  of  matching,  don't  forget  to 
consider  a  girl's  wardrobe  when  buying  her 
costume  jewelry  for  Christmas.  What  to 
give  the  man  in  your  life — always  a  prob- 
lem. But  this  year  it's  easier  because  three 
to  one  he's  in  some  branch  of  the  service, 
army,  navy,  or  air  corps.  Most  popular 
among  gifts  for  uniformed  men  (according 
to  Vogue  questionnaires)  is  a  good  identifi- 
cation bracelet — thick  and  solid  and  mas- 
culine looking  in  either  gold  or  silver.  But 
according  to  extensive  and  far-reaching 
questionnaires  recently  conducted  (the  votes 
have  just  been  tabulated)  by  Minnie  Min- 
chell,  the  unanimous  favorite  this  year  is 
— a  picture  of  you.  Give  him  a  big  framed 
one  and  one  tiny  one  for  his  pocket.  For 
fun  send  him  a  child's  big  Christmas  stock- 
ing filled  with  the  presents  soldiers  really 
enjoy — games,  pipes,  cards,  and  such. 

A  very  Merry  Christmas  to  you  all  and 
may  Santa  bring  you  all  your  hearts  de- 
sire!  See  you   next   year! 

— Betty  Hopkins. 

Aviation  Theme  Provides 
Junior  Class  Dance  Setting 

Under  gold  planes,  flags,  and  military 
cartoons,  the  Junior  Class  tripped  the  light 
fantastic,  Saturday  night,  December  6,  and 
all  had  a  gay  time.  Dates  were  from  Kees- 
ler  Field,  GCMA  and  Pensacola.  Herbert 
Pell  and  his  band  furnished  us  with  melod- 
ious rhythm  for  dancing.  From  dormitory 
chatter,  the  dance  was,  without  doubt,  a 
highlight  on  this  season's  social  calendar. 
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SENIORS  WINS  INTER- 
CLUB  TENNIS  TOURNEY 

The  annual  inter-class  tennis  tourna- 
ment was  held  Monday  morning,  December 
8,  1941.  It  was  a  mighty  cold,  windy  morn- 
ing, but  the  girls  didn't  let  it  worry  them, 
and  they  had  a  tournament  that  was  ex- 
citing from  beginning  to  end;  and  the  end 
found  the  Junior  class  victorious,  therefore 
gaining  possession  of  the  "Goat." 

The  singles  Were  played  first,  with 
Senior  captain  Betty  Hazell  scoring  a  6-4, 
6-1  victory  over  Shirley  Schiff,  the  High 
School  captain.  The  Junior  captain,  Mar- 
garet Eby,  beat  Barbara  LaVelle,  senior, 
6-1,6-1 ;  and  Junior  Caroline  Balph  beat 
High  School  Nancy  Mahery  by  the  score  of 
7-5,  6-1. 

In  the  doubles  department,  Juniors 
Rose  Ann  Pearson  and  Genevieve  Leake 
scored  a  6-2,  6-0  victory  over  Jackie  Jack- 
son and  Patricia  Grandstaff  of  the  High 
School;  while  two  other  High  School  girls, 
Mary  Folmer,  and  Marilyn  Myers  beat  Vir- 
ginia Thomas  and  Jo  Winkler,  Seniors,  by 
the  score  of  6-2,  6-3.  The  other  doubles 
between  Jackie  Garner  and  Mary  Jo  Kishler 
of  the  Juniors  and  Betty  Robinson  and 
Barbara  Kuhn  of  the  Seniors,  was  called 
at  the  end  of  the  second  set  at  which  time 
each  couple  had  won  one  set. 

The  "Goat"  was  presented  to  the  Junior 
vice-president  June  Strom,  and  Junior  team 
captain,  Margaret  Eby,  by  the  Senior  class 
president,  Marian  Hoover,  at  dinner  fol- 
lowing the  tournament. 


NEW  A.  A.   OFFICERS  ASSUME   DUTIES 

Miss  Ann  Maddox,  sponsor,  introduced 
Barbara  La  Velle,  newly  elected  president 
of  the  Athletic  Association  and  swore  her 
in  office.  Barbara  in  turn  swore  in  Harriet 
Ray  as  vice-president  and  Shirley  Schiff 
as  secretary. 

Barbara  La  Velle  told  about  the  new 
constitution  and  explained  the  purpose  of 
the  organization.  Each  one  of  the  old  mem- 
bers signed  the  new  constitution.  Various 
members  told  about  the  activities  of  other 
clubs  during  the  year.  Margaret  McCorkle 
told  about  the  Bit  and  Spur  Club.  Their 
plans  for  the  year  included  a  Gymkhana 
banquet  and  a  spring  horse  show.  Betty 
Hazell  told  about  the  various  programs 
and  activities  of  the  Dance  League.  Betty 


Jim  Shelton  explained  the  different  contests 
in  which  the  classes  compete,  such  as  the 
swimming  meet,  Sing  Song,  and  hockey 
games.  Betty  Branch  told  all  the  new  girls 
about  the  tradition  of  The  Goat.  She  then 
introduced  Mr.  Goat. 

The  program  was  closed  by  the  mem- 
bers singing  the  A.  A.  song. 

A.  A.  Discusses  Plans 
For  Annual   Kid   Party 

The  formal  initiation  of  the  Athletic  As- 
sociation was  held  in  the  "Y"  Hut  Wednes- 
day night,  December  3.  After  the  welcome 
speech  by  the  president,  Barbara  LaVelle, 
the  new  members  were  sworn  in. 

The  rest  of  the  evening  was  a  business 
discussion  on  the  Kid  Party  to  be  held  the 
first  Saturday  after  the  Christmas  holidays, 
the  order  for  the  A.  A.  pins,  and  the  elec- 
tion of  the  treasurer.  Marjory  Mack  was 
elected  to  the  office,  after  which  the  meet- 
ing adjourned. 

Gulf  Parkers  Enjoy 
Pensacola  Week  End 

The  first  week  end  in  November,  a 
group  of  girls  set  out  for  a  glorious  week 
end  in  Pensacola  to  be  the  guests  of  Naval 
Air  Cadets  and  attend  the  dance  given  at 
the  Officers  Club.  Immediately  upon  ar- 
riving, the  cadets  rushed  the  girls  to  the 
Cadet  Club  on  the  base  where  they  had  ar- 
ranged a  banquet.  After  dinner  the  girls 
donned  their  best  formals  for  the  dance, 
which  was  the  main  event  of  the  week  end. 
Sunday  morning  was  a  typical  morning  af- 
ter, but  for  those  who  felt  up  to  it,  there 
were  many  sights  to  see  around  the  base 
and  Fort  Barrancas;  after  a  unique  dinner 
of  "chicken  in  the  rough"  the  week  end 
came  to  a  grand  climax.    - 

Seniors  Entertain   For 
Keesler  Field  Officers 

Gulf  Park  had  its  first  opportunity  to 
make  practical  a  lot  of  national  spirit  on 
Wednesday  night,  October  29.  The  Seniors 
met  in  the  reception  room  at  8:15  to  greet 
a  number  of  officers  from  Keesler  Field, 
the  new  Air  Technical  School  only  12  miles 
away  in  Biloxi,  Mississippi.  Dr.  and  Mrs. 
Cox  met  the  Lieutenants  as  they  arrived 
and  after  chatting  with  them  for  a  minute, 
introduced  them  to  us.  In  groups  of  four, 
eight,  or  even  more,  we  wandered  over  to  the 
Y  Hut,  where  we  danced  to  the  nickelodeon. 
About  9:15  we  paused  long  enough  to  be 
served  coffee,  tiny  sandwiches  and  cookies, 
followed  by  more  dancing  until  it  was  time 
to  say  good-night. 
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DANCE  REAGUE 


MISS  GRAHAM  HONORED 

Members  of  the  Dance  League  gave  a 
party  on  Monday  evening,  November  10,  at 
release  in  the  Y  Hut  honoring  Miss  Mary 
Minge  Graham  and  Miss  Elizabeth  Sher- 
bon.  During  the  party  the  girls  gathered 
around  the  fire  place,  getting  acquainted 
with  the  new  dance  instructor,  Miss  Sher- 
bon,  and  learning  Miss  Graham's  plans  of 
her  coming  marriage.  Fruit  cups  of  rose 
pattern,  matching  Miss  Graham's  crystal 
set,  were  given  her  by  the  Dance  League 
members.  At  the  close  of  the  evening  ice 
cream  and  cookies  were  served. 


Colorful  Pageant  Is  Presented 
At  Biloxi  By  Students 

At  a  formal  reception  and  dance  on  Fri- 
day, November  21,  Dr.  Cox  presented  a 
number  of  the  Gulf  Park  girls  in  a  pageant, 
The  Unity  of  the  Western  Hemisphere. 
The  program  was  given  at  the  Biloxi  Com- 
munity House  by  the  Biloxi  Chamber  of 
Commerce  and  the  city  of  Biloxi  in  honor  of 
Colonel  Arthur  Brock,  Jr.,  commanding 
officer  of  Keesler  Field,  and  Mrs.  Brock, 
the  other  officers  and  their  wives. 

The  stage  was  set  with  a  pair  of  golden 
gates  attended  by  two  pages,  Misses  Elaine 
Ockrant  and  Colleen  Rhea,  who  opened  the 
gates  to  admit  the  chorus  dressed  in  draped 
white  robes  bearing  red,  white  and  blue 
banners  across  the  breast  leading  in  the 
singing  of  "God  Bless  America"  in  which 
the  assembly  joined.  There  followed  a  series 
of  "Living  Pictures"  posing  within  the  door- 
way, some  dancing  and  others  singing.  In 
the  cast  were  Misses  Sally  Harrington,  Bet- 


ty Robinson,  Bonnie  Murray,  Jo  Schillig, 
Muriel  Barker,  Vennie  Vadin  White,  Lucy 
Lee  Ganier,  Lily  Belle  Anderson,  Barbara 
Brewer,  Louise  Burno,  Etta  Jane  Wilkerson, 
Charlotte  Kennedy,  Frankie  Ann  Coldren, 
and  in  the  chorus  were  Misses  Frances 
Schaefer,  Robin  Sheets,  Jo  Schillig,  Betty 
Robinson,  Bonnie  Murray,  Louise  Burno, 
Jackie  Jackson,  Kay  Steely,  Lucy  Ganier, 
Marne  Graff,  Mary  Jemison  and  Lily  Belle 
Anderson.  Miss  Ruth  McKay  represented 
the  Statute  of  Liberty  and  Darryl  Wilson 
represented  Canada.  The  girls  were  accom- 
panied to  the  Community  House  by  Miss 
Ida  Mae  Goe,  head  of  the  Speech  Depart- 
ment, assisted  by  Miss  Connie  Clough  and 
Miss  Lois  Smith  of  the  Voice  Department; 
Miss  Elizabeth  Sherbon  and  Miss  May  Bur- 
rows Hickerson  accompanied  at  the  piano. 
After  an  address  of  welcome  by  Major 
Hiller  and  a  program  led  by  Mr.  Warren 
Jackson  everyone  danced  to  the  music  of 
"Pinky"  Vidacovich's  Dawn  Busters  Or- 
chestra from  New  Orleans. 


MISS  GRAHAM  WEDS 

Miss  Mary  Minge  Graham  became  the 
bride  of  Mr.  Alston  Keith  on  November  29 
in  Selma,  Alabama.  Only  members  of  their 
immediate  families  and  a  few  close  friends 
were  present.  The  bride  wore  a  green  wool 
costume  suit  with  British  tan  accessories. 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Keith  left  immediately  after 
the  ceremony  on  an  automobile  trip  to 
Florida  and  upon  their  return  they  will  re- 
side in  Selma,  Alabama. 

Miss  Graham  had  been  head  of  the 
Dance  Department  at  Gulf  Park  for  several 
years,  and  she  will  be  greatly  missed.  Her 
engagement  to  Mr.  Keith  was  announced 
early  in  the  fall,  and  a  number  of  parties 
were  given  for  her  before  she  left  for  her 
home  in  Selma,  Alabama,  the  middle  of 
November.  Miss  Elizabeth  Sherbon  of  Lawr- 
ence, Kansas,  has  assumed  Miss  Graham's 
work. 


PHI  THETA  KAPPA  INITIATES 
FOUR  NEW  MEMBERS 

Formal  initiation  for  new  members  of 
Phi  Theta  Kappa  was  held  on  Tuesday  night, 
December  2  in  the  west,  second  floor  Sun 
Parlor.  Both  members  and  pledges  wore 
white.  The  pledges  carried  blue  candles 
which  were  lighted  from  the  gold  candles 
on  the  table  after  they  had  taken  the  oath 
of  loyalty.  These  lighted  candles  symbolized 
full  membership  into  this  society  whose 
Greek  letters  stand  for  Wisdom,  Aspiration, 
and  Purity. 

The  new  members  at  this  time  were 
Sally  Peets,  Virginia  Thomas,  Grace  Pepper- 
man  and  Carolyn  Flagg. 
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Miss  Smith,  Mr.  Davies 
Present  Annual  Concert 

On  Wednesday,  December  10,  Miss  Smith 
Smith  and  Mr.  Davies  gave  a  concert  in  the 
college  auditorium  at  which  the  following 
program  was  presented: 

Fantaisie   in   F   Minor   Chopin 

Cracovienne   Fantastique 

(In  Memoriam)    Paderewski 

Invocation  of  Orpheous 

Jacopo  Peri    (1560-1625) 

A  Wondrous  Rapture  Must  It  Be Liszt 

Gretchen  at  the  Spinning  Wheel Shubert 

The    Island    Spell    Ireland 

Sunlight  in  the  Fountain Albert  V.  Davies 

Nebbie    (Mists)    Respighi 

Willow,  Willow 

Old  English  set  by  Grainger 

The  Evening  Prayer Monssorgsky 

Eugene   Onegin Tschaikowski-Papst 

The  Disappointed  Serenader Brahms 

June  Twilight Albert  V.  Davies 

The  Stork's  Message Wolf 

Espanola    Longas 

After  this  very  lovely  program,  there 
was  a  reception  for  the  two  artists  and  all 
music  students  and  the  faculty  in  the  re- 
ception room. 


Miss  Smith  Sings 
Vachel  Lindsay  Numbers 
Composed  By  Mr.  Davies 

As  a  part  of  the  program  on  Vachel 
Lindsay,  given  by  Mrs.  Olive  Wakefield 
November  25,  Miss  Smith  sang  three  songs 
that  were  poems  written  by  Vachel  Lindsay 
during  the  time  he  was  a  member  of  the 
Gulf  Park  College  faculty.  Mr.  Davies  had 
the  satisfaction  of  setting  these  poems  of 
Vachel  Lindsay's  to  music.  The  poet  later 
heard  one  of  these  songs,  "The  Psyche  But- 
terfly" sung  by  Carolina  Lazzari  who  was 
then  the  leading  contralto  or  the  Metropoli- 
tan Opera. 

The  songs,  so  beautifully  sung  by  Miss 
Smith,  were  greatly  enjoyed,  and  added  to 
the  interest  of  the  program. 


Carolers  Spread 
Christmas  Cheer 

Tuesday  night,  December  16,  the  Glee 
Club  climbed  into  a  truck  and  made  its  an- 
nual ride  through  Gulfport  and  other  places 
along  the  Coast,  spreading  Christmas  cheer 
with  their  singing  of  the  many  beautiful 
Christmas  carols. 

The  caroling  was  greatly  looked  forward 
to  by  the  members  of  the  Glee  Club  as 
well  as  by  the  people  of  Gulfport. 

After  they  had  gone  all  through  Gulf- 
port and  down  the  coast  a  little  distance, 
the  girls  were  taken  back  to  the  Markham 
for  hot  chocolate  and  sandwiches. 


Concert  Is  Given 
At  Hammond,  La. 


Miss  Smith  and  Mr.  Davies  gave  a  con- 
cert on  Tuesday,  November  18,  at  the  South- 
eastern Junior  College  at  Hammond,  La. 
The  concert  was  under  the  auspices  of  the 
Hammond  Philharmonic  Society.  A  large 
audience  of  students,  faculty  and  members 
of  the  society  greeted  the  artists.  Miss 
Smith  and  Mr.  Davies  were  entertained  by 
Mrs.  Reimers,  a  former  patron  of  Gulf  Park 
College. 

On  Sunday,  December  7,  Miss  Smith  was 
engaged  to  sing  the  soprano  solo  parts  in 
a  performance  of  the  Messiah  given  by  the 
combined  choirs  of  Poplarville,  Miss.  This 
was  the  first  time  Poplarville  had  given 
anything  as  pretentious  as  the  Messiah  and 
the  results  were  most  gratifying. 


Surprise  Parti] 
Honors  Mama  "T" 


Surprise!  That  was  Mrs.  Thompson's 
("Mama  T"  to  you)  reaction  to  the  birth- 
day party  given  for  her  in  the  Senior  sun 
parlor  the  evening  of  December  6.  She  was 
escorted  into  the  darkened  room  where  a 
large,  luscious  looking  cake  replete  with 
candles  welcomed  her.  After  blowing  out 
the  candles,  "Mama  T"  cut  the  cake  which 
was  served  with  ice  cream.  She  was  then 
presented  with  a  birthday  gift,  English  co- 
logne attractively  bottled  in  glazed  pottery. 
Mrs.  Cox  and  Mrs.  Brashear  were  there  to 
enjoy  the  fun.  They  joined  the  group  in 
singing  Christmas  carols  and  the  party 
came  to  an  end.  As  they  left,  every  girl 
wished  "Mama  T"  many  more  such  happy 
birthdays  in  years  to  come. 
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SING-SONG 

Seniors  Win  Annual 
Inter-Class  Affair 

"THE  SENIOR  WEDDING" 

"Here  comes  the  bride" — 

Such  was  the  theme  of  the  Senior  Sing 
Song  stunt.  It  was  a  lucky  day  for  the 
seniors  when  they  decided  upon  that  theme, 
because  The  Goat  liked  it,  too,  and  trotted 
right  up  to  them. 

The  bride,  Miss  Gulf  Park,  was  very 
beautifully  portrayed  by  Marian  Hoover 
and  the  fidgety  bridegroom,  Mr.  Senior,  by 
Muriel  Barker. 

The  scene  opened  with  the  ushers  bring- 
ing in  the  guests  which  included  the  bride 
and  groom's  parents,  friends  of  the  family, 
and,  of  course,  the  town  gossips.  When 
everyone  was  seated,  the  ushers  and  bride- 
maids  swung  into  a  couple  of  hot  choruses 
of  "0  Promise  Me." 

Just  as  the  preacher,  Jo  Winkler,  pro- 
nounced the  happy  couple— man  and  wife — 
the  whole  group  sang  the  Senior  pep  song, 
written  by  Betty  Hazell.  Everyone  was  in 
high  spirits — especially  the  bride  and  groom, 
but  then — disaster — a  messenger  boy,  Sue 
Mitchell,  came  running  up  the  aisle  with  a 
telegram.  The  poor  groom  had  been  drafted. 
To  the  tune  of  the  sad  and  beautiful  waltz, 
"Don't  Say  Goodby,  Dear,"  the  groom  sang 
farewell  to  his  bride  and  left  for  the  army 
while  the  Seniors  sang  their  alma  mater 
written  by  Muriel  Barker  and  Sue  Mitchell. 


"THE  JUNIOR   CALENDAR" 

The  Juniors  used  as  the  theme  for  their 
Sing  Song  for  the  year  1940-41,  a  calendar 
of  the  months  spent  at  Gulf  Park.  As  the 
narrators  read  rhymes  about  the  activities 
that  take  place  during  each  month,  the  stu- 
dents put  on  skits  to  illustrate  the  different 
occasions. 

The  laurels  for  this  great  responsibiiitv 
should  be  placed  on  Jo  Schillig  who  not 
only  put  the  narration  in  verse,  but  also 
wrote  the  Alma  Mater,  a  song  that  the 
Junior  Class  will  never  forget.  Sharing 
these  honors  were  Lois  Roberts  who  wrote 
the  pep  song,  and  Gerry  George  who  con- 
tributed the  theme  for  Sing  Song. 


"THE   HIGH   SCHOOL  TEDDY  BEAR" 

The  High  School  chose  as  their  sub- 
ject the  Pink  Teddy  Bear.  Members  of  the 
class  characterized  the  subjects  of  the  Land 
of  Oz.  The  part  of  the  Pink  Teddy  Bear  was 


splendidly    portrayed    by    Elaine    Ockrant, 
doing  an  acrobatic  ballet. 

Sally  Harrington  wrote  the  skit  for  Sing 
Song,  while  Naomie  Sibbit,  high  school 
president,  contributed  her  part  by  doing 
various  jobs  of  all  kinds  to  aid  in  making 
the  skit  final.  The  Alma  Mater  was  written 
by  Peggy  Wolfolk  and  the  pep  song  by 
Betty  Branch.  To  all  these  go  praise,  for 
making  the  Sing  Song  of  the  high  school 
department   a  success. 


OFF  TO  HUCKLEBERRY  HILL 

Pile  in  the  truck  and  let's  go!  was  the 
general  cry  last  Saturday,  November  22  as 
another  group  of  girls  got  ready  to  leave 
for  Huckleberry  Hill.  This  time  it  was  Jean 
Smith,  Sally  Harrington,  Mary  Helen  Mc- 
Mackin,  Elsa  Jones,  Naomi  Sibbitt,  Vir- 
ginia Nenon,  Genevieve  Leake,  Betty  Weill, 
Mary  Lou  Leist,  Betty  Branch,  Frances 
Schaefer,  Mary  Beth  Rucks,  and  Margaret 
Reed  who  were  in  store  for  a  grand  week 
end. 

They  left  school  around  3:30  in  the  af- 
ternoon and  after  riding  the  bumps  suc- 
cessfully they  climbed  out  and  started  ex- 
ploring. They  did  the  usual  loafing,  taking 
the  boats  up  the  bayou,  played  bridge,  and 
cracked  pecans  galore  for  fudge  parties  at 
late  hours.  Sunday  they  listened  to  all 
their  pet  radio  programs  and  were  having 
so  much  fun  that  they  called  out  for  per- 
mission to  stay  over  another  night.  In  order 
to  make  the  best  last  longer,  they  stayed 
up  even  later  on  their  last  night  and  sleepily 
crawled  out  of  bed  to  get  back  in  time  for 
the  mail,  Monday  morning. 


SENIOR  GROUP  ENJOYS   HUCKLEBERRY 
HILL  WEEK  END 

On  November  28,  ten  Seniors  took  ad- 
vantage of  the  Thanksgiving  holiday  spirit 
and  left  for  a  grand  week  end  out  at  Huckle- 
berry Hill.  Perfect  fall  weather  livened  the 
atmosphere  and  made  everyone  feel  full 
of  pep!  In  the  Bayou  Portage,  in  front  of 
the  house,  they  went  fishing,  which  was 
fun  even  though  the  results  were  just  a 
few  crabs.  The  row  boat  was  in  constant 
use,  winding  in  and  out  of  the  labyrinth- 
like water  of  the  Bayou. 

Night  fun  included  making  fudge  at 
2:00  o'clock  in  the  morning  and  sitting  be- 
fore an  open  fire  toasting  marshmallows 
and  cracking  pecans.  If  you  have  dreamed 
of  sleeping  until  10:00  o'clock  every  morn- 
ing, eating  heavenly  food,  and  loafing  to 
your  heart's  content,  be  sure  and  make  it  a 
"must"  to  spend  a  few  days  at  Huckleberry 
Hill. 
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Presenting  Gulf  Park's  First 
Granddaughter— Ann  Allison 


In  the  fall  of  1921,  lovely  Catherine  Hayden  made  her  entrance  to  Gulf 
Park  College.  She  was  from  Alexandria,  Louisiana,  and  had  chosen  this  college 
as  her  home  for  the  next  two  years.  Hare  she  met  new  friends  and  found  that 
life  had  in  store  for  her  many  hours  of  happiness.  She  took  college  activities 
in  her  fast  moving  stride,  belonging  to  the  Tennis  Club,  Cotillion  Club,  and, 
appropriately  enough,  to  the  Hiking  Club.  Her  senior  year,  she  was  president 
of  Jet  Maskers  and  vice-president  of  the  Louisiana  Club  as  well  as  a  member 
of  the  Delta  Alpha  Sigma  Sorority.  This  year,  1923,  she  was  honored  as  a 
member  of   the   Queen's   Court,   at   Gulf  Park's  first  May  Festival. 

Her  Senior  chart  in  THE  SEA  GULL  was  filled  with  both  praise  and  humor, 
such  as  her  charm  was  her  individuality;  her  hobby,  love;  her  favorite  article 
of  dress,  sweaters;  what  she  wanted  to  be,  a  movie  actress;  and  what  she  will 
be,  a  love-sick  maid: 

Some  day  she'll  be  a  movie  queen, 

Her  name  will  stand  out  on  the  screen 

Her  ardent  followers  never  fail 

To  see  her  pictures  without  a  wail! 

Twenty  years  later,  September  1941,  as  a  result  of  these  pleasant  associa- 
tions and  happy  memories,  Grandfather  Hayden  sent  to  Gulf  Park  another 
charming  girl,  Ann  Allison,  who  has  the  distinction  of  being  Gulf  Park's  first 
granddaughter.  Ann,  the  daughter  of  Catherine  Hayden  Allison  and  Alfred  Alli- 
son was  born  in  Gadsen,  Alabama.  When  she  was  quite  young  she  moved  to 
Alexandria,    Louisiana,    to   the    home    of  her  grandfather. 

Long  before  Ann  had  finished  high  school  "Popsi"  Hayden  had  decided 
that  Ann  should  follow  her  mother's  footsteps  and  come  to  Gulf  Park.  Here 
she  is  taking  English,  Sociology,  Biology,  History,  and  Journalism.  She  says: 
"It's  not  such  a  hard  course,  just  a  lot  of  work.  I  like  school  because  it  gives 
me  time  to  be  peaceful.   ...    I   don't   like  to  be  on  the  go  all  the  time!" 

She  loves  sloppy  sweaters,  skirts,  and  saddle  oxfords,  movies  (highly  dra- 
matic ones  so  she  can  cry)  and  go  to  the  Little  Man's;  she  loves  swimming 
and  dancing  too.  The  latter  is  not  the  so-called  "Yankee  System"  where  no  one 
breaks,  but  rather  the  more  rushing  the  more  fun  she  has.  One  of  her  pet 
aversions  is  "people  who  trip  me  and  bad  dancers.  Oh!  And  baby  talk!"  This 
last  she  coos  out  and  looks  utterly  innocent  with  her  blue-green  eyes  opened 
wide.  Her  weakness  is  blond  men  with  blue  eyes  (could  be  Bruce  .  .  .)  She 
was  initiated  into  the  Sigma  Psi  Sorority  and  thought  her  rat  master,  Billie  An- 
derson, just  grand   .   .   .   "only  not  mean  enough  to  me." 

To  the  newer  members  of  the  faculty  and  students  she  will  be  remember- 
ed for  her  grace,  poise,  and  delightful  smile,  but  to  the  older  members  of 
the  faculty  she  has  a  deeper  significance,  that  of  being  the  lovely  daughter 
of  Catherine  Hayden  and  Gulf  Park's  first  granddaughter. 


PRACTICAL  ARTS 


Christmas  Party  Is 
Gay  and  Colorful 

All  year  the  cooking  classes  spent  ap- 
proximately three  hours  a  week  cooking 
and  an  hour  eating,  but  the  first  of  Decem- 
ber four  full  hours  are  spent  in  making 
cakes,  puddings,  candies,  and  cookies,  all 
for  the  annual  old  fashioned  Christmas 
party  held  this  year  on  December  14. 

The  sewing  room  was  cheerful  and  home- 
like with  a  big  Christmas  tree  in  one  corner 
and  in  another  a  fire  place;  the  mantle 
strung  with  fruit  laden  stockings  and  dec- 
orated with  pine  cones,  fruit  wrapped  in 
cellophane  and  tall,  slender  tapers. 

Mrs.  Peets  was  kind  enough  to  send 
over  our  supper  and  after  this  festive  meal 
we  wandered  from  tray  to  tray  and  table 
to  table  making  difficult  choices  from  the 
wonderful  assortment  of  sweets.  After  a 
little  playing  and  more  chattering  every- 
one sat  on  the  floor  around  the  tree  and 
sang  Christmas  Carols  while  Santa  dis- 
tributed gifts  to  each  one  of  us. 


ENJOY  ANNUAL  SPAGHETTI  SUPPER 

On  Sunday,  November  9,  the  members 
of  Practical  Arts  Club  approached  the  Home 
Economics  department  just  before  six  o'- 
clock with  eager  anticipation.  Upstairs  they 
found  small  tables  set  in  the  hall  and  sew- 
ing room,  centered  with  shallow  dishes  in 
which  floated  scented,  lighted,  water  lily 
candles.  Among  these  tables  was  one  large 
table  where  Miss  Ramsay,  Jill  Frazier  and 
Gladys  Duhe,  Practical  Arts  Club  presi- 
rent  and  vice-president  entertained  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Cox,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cooke. 

The  supper  was  served  buffet  style  with 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Frank  proudly  serving  their 
spaghetti,  made  as  only  they  can  make  it. 
A  vegetable  salad,  bread,  butter,  coffee  and 
strawberry  short  cake  completed  the  menu. 


Hallowe'en  Banquet  Is 
Highlighted  By  Dramatic  Skit 

Halloween  just  isn't  Halloween  without 
the  evidence  of  the  witch  and  goblin  world, 
plus  a  few  pranks,  which  certainly  domin- 
ated the  Gulf  Park  campus,  October  31.  All 
the  students  were  drawn  into  the  weird 
atmosphere  as  they  tested  the  Jack-o-Lan- 
tern  salad,  goblingoblin  dessert,  soothsayers 
cup,  and  the  mysterious  witches  stew  which 
resembled  a  demi-tasse  but  was  a  true  ex- 
ponent of  the  devils'  hospitality.  The  spirit 
of  the  occasion  haunted  the  dining  room, 
emphasized  by  decoration  of  lanterns,  cats, 
brush  and  bats. 

The  highlight  of  the  evening  came  with 
an  outburst  of  the  head  witch,  Emmylou 
Powell,  followed  by  her  clan  of  witches, 
Louise  Burno  and  Lois  Roberts,  the  goblin, 
Elain,  Ockrant,  the  cat,  Barbara  Brewer, 
and  a  host  of  others. 

The  Reluctant  Dragon,  Pat  Schultz, 
popped  out  of  the  witches'  kettle  and  chal- 
lenged the  witches'  right  to  rule  the  uni- 
verse. She  then  called  the  devil  dancers, 
who  appeared  in  flaming  red  costumes  and 
impressively  danced  the  arbitrators  to 
terms.  And  so  went  another  brilliant  Hallo- 
ween at  Gulf  Park. 


SENIORS  ENTERTAIN  WITH 
THANKSGIVING  DANCE 

November  22,  between  the  two  Thanks- 
giving holidays,  the  Seniors  held  their  first 
dance  with  decorations  in  honor  of  the  oc- 
casion. Fall  leaves  of  odd  colors  were  ar- 
ranged around  the  room  inter-spaced  with 
simple  pilgrim  scenes.  After  going  down 
the  receiving  line,  girls  and  their  dates 
from  Gulfport,  Tulane,  Pensacola,  and 
Keesler  Field  danced  until  midnight  to  a 
good  orchestra  far  exceeding  those  of  last 
year.  Punch  and  cookies  were  served 
throughout   the   evening. 


Dr.  Cox  Entertains 
With  Ten  Minute  Teas 

In  a  series  of  informal  "Ten  minute" 
teas,  December  9,  10,  and  11,  Dr.  Cox  enter- 
tained the  members  of  all  branches  of  the 
Gulf  Park  student  body.  Though  the  time 
was  short,  the  delightful  refreshments  and 
atmosphere  of  friendliness  made  the  teas 
most  pleasant.  Dr.  Cox  made  all  feel  wel- 
come and  with  his  cordial  interest  in  each 
girl  he  strengthened  the  feeling  of  mutual 
understanding  that  should  exist  between 
the  college  president  and  the  students. 
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Marian  Hoover  Leads 
Annual  Senior  Banquet 

Thursday  night,  October  22,  the  Gulf 
Park  College  seniors  were  honored  with  their 
annual  senior  banquet  given  by  Dr.  and 
Mrs.  Cox.  Singing  "We  Are  the  Seniors  of 
Gulf  Park,"  the  seniors  entered  the  dining 
room  led  by  Miss  Marian  Hoover,  president 
of  the  senior  class.  She  was  escorted  by  Dr. 
Cox. 

Down  the  center  of  the  dining  room  was 
the  banquet  table  and  all  decorations  were 
in  the  school  colors,  green  and  gold.  At 
each  place  there  was  a  large  pair  of  brown 
horn  rimmed  glasses  and  hanging  on  the 
back  of  each  chair  were  clever  black  gradu- 
ating caps  of  crepe  paper  with  elastic  bands 
enabling  all  seniors  to  wear  them  through- 
out the  meal.  Individual  nut  cups  were  fixed 
at  each  place  and  each  had  the  small  card- 
board figure  of  a  senior  standing  immediate- 
ly behind  the  cup. 

Dr.  Cox  introduced  the  senior  president 
to  the  student  body  and  she  then  gave  a 
toast  to  Gulf  Park,  which  was  answered  by 
Miss  Willietta  Evans.  College  songs  were 
sung  throughout  the  meal  and  after  dessert 
everyone  stood  at  attention  while  the  Alma 
Mater  was  sung,  so  the  firsi  banquet  of 
1941  at  Gulf  Park  came  to  a  close.  It  was  a 
lovely  affair  that  each  and  every  senior  will 
cherish  the  memory  of  in  years  to  come. 


Turkeq  and  All  the 
Trimmings  at  Thanksgiving 

Despite  the  confusion  of  two  Thanks- 
giving holidays  again  this  year,  Gulf  Park 
offered  an  excellent  fete  to  the  girls  who 
did  not  travel  elsewhere,  and  to  some,  who 
had  returned  after  one  holdiay  vacation, 
to  enjoy  a  second  one  here  at  school.  No- 
vember 27  was  a  clear,  cool  evening  and 
just  right  to  enjoy  the  turkey  and  oyster 
dressing  with  cranberry  sauce,  topped  off 
with  hot  mince  pie. 

As  usual,  our  dining  room  decorations 
were  exceptionally  attractive.  Candle  lighted 
tables,  turkey  card  favors,  and  harvest  cen- 
ter pieces  plus  the  quaint  miniature  in  the 
center  of  the  dining  room  of  a  Pilgrim 
Thanksgiving  at  the  church,  all  added  to 
the  pleasant  Gulf  Park  Thanksgiving  of 
1941. 

We  were  honored  to  have  Mrs.  Olive 
Lindsay  Wakefield,  sister  of  the  late  Vachel 
Lindsay,  celebrating  Thanksgiving  here  with 
us. 


BIT  and   SPUR 


Riders   Enjoy  All   Day 
Jaunt  To  Edgewater 

Last  Sunday,  December  7,  six  of  the 
Bit  and  Spur  Club  members  went  on  an  all 
day  ride  to  Edgewater  Gulf  Hotel  with  Miss 
Sinclair.  Everyone  had  a  grand  ride  over 
the  back  roads  and  along  the  beach,  and 
then  they  ate  dinner  at  the  hotel.  After 
dinner  all  the  girls  stood  around  the  large 
open  fireplace  and  stored  up  enough  heat 
to  last  them  on  their  ride  back,  since  the 
gas  had  been  turned  off  all  along  the  coast. 
After  Christmas,  another  group  of  girls 
may  take  the  same  ride  as  not  many  had 
the  opportunity  to  go  this  time. 

The  next  important  event  of  the  Bit 
and  -Spur  Club  is  the  Gymkhana  which  is 
going  to  be  held  sometime  in  January.  The 
Gymhkana  consists  of  the  following  games: 
plume  stealing  contest,  potato  hunts,  water 
and  egg  carrying  contest,  and  a  walk  and 
lead  race. 

Three  new  members  have  joined  the 
Bit  and  Spur  Club  this  quarter,  they  are 
Betty  Jo  Beck,  Theo  Clarke,  and  Pat  Mc- 
Cord. 


REMEMBER    THE    AFTER    HOLIDAY 
GET-TOGETHER 

TAMMY  wants  to  take  this  chance  to 
remind  you  that  each  year  after  Christ- 
mas vacation,  Dr.  and  Mrs.  Cox  usually  in- 
vite everyone  to  the  reception  room  for  a 
fireside  chat  about  the  holidays.  Get  all 
the  news  you  can  from  alumnae  and  old 
Gulf  Park  girls.  Come  back  ready  to  relate 
interesting  experiences  which  you  might 
have  had.  It  will  be  such  fun  comparing 
Christmas  as  it  is  in  different  parts  of  the 
country.  So  whether  you've  lolled  on  a  beach 
in  Florida,  or  whether  you've  seen  skiing 
in  the  mountains  of  Montana,  be  prepared 
to  tell  us  all  about  it. 

Memo:  Don't  forget  to  bring  back  a  cos- 
tume for  the  Athletic  Association  Kid 
Party ! 
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"FIRST  LOVES"  REVEAL  INTERESTING, 


ONE  SUMMER  WITH  AN  RAF  CADET 

This  summer  the  British  Government 
established  an  air  school  for  training  pilots 
for  the  Royal  Air  Force  in  our  iOwn.  The 
school  was  not  large  since  Miami  is  small 
and  could  not  take  care  of  a  big  school.  In 
July  all  the  plans  had  been  completed  and 
the  boys  arrived.  They  were  introduced  to 
the  feminine  society  of  Miami  at  a  dinner- 
dance  held  in  honor  of  the  "British  Boys." 

Out  of  all  the  boys  I  mec  at  this  dance, 
there  was  one  who  seemed  to  stand  out 
above  all  the  others  to  me.  This  boy  was 
very  young.  He  was  about  eighteen  but 
seemed  younger.  He  had  just  entered  col- 
lege in  London  when  he  was  called  for 
training.  The  government  gave  him  a  choice 
of  either  being  trained  in  England  or  in  a 
foreign  country.  He  chose  foreign  training 
because  he  said  he  wanted  to  see  at  least 
one  foreign  country  before  he  died.  All  of 
the  boys  believe  as  he  does  in  this  respect 
because  they  have  been  told  that  after  they 
have  been  back  in  England  six  weeks,  eighi 
out  of  ten  of  them  will  have  been  killed  or 
died  of  injuries. 

He  is  afraid  to  look  very  far  ahead.  In- 
stead we  tried  to  live  each  day  to  the  full- 
est, getting  the  most  possible  out  of  every 
second  because  we  both  believed  chat  his 
days  on  this  earth  were  numbered.  He  was 
afraid  to  think  of  England  or  of  wanting  to 
be  back  there  because  for  him  it  would  be 
only  a  matter  of  time  after  he  did  get  back. 
Of  course  he  did  want  to  see  his  own  people, 
buc  he  loved  America  for  the  peace  and 
safety  she  offered  him  during  his  short 
period  of  training. 

I  tried  to  help  this  boy  have  a  good 
time  in  America  during  his  training  period, 
and  he  helped  me  to  have  a  wonderful  sum- 
mer but  it  did  have  some  very  sad  mom- 
ents. I  would  catch  myself  mentioning 
Christmas  arid  immediately  darkness  would 
come  over  his  face,  for  he  knew  chat  his 
chances  were  about  ten  to  one  that  he 
would  be  killed  before  then.  His  only  hope 
was  that  the  weather  would  be  bad  so  he 
could  not  get  in  practice  hours  and,  hence, 
delay  his  return. 

All  our  hoping  was  to  no  avail.  Six  days 
ago  he  and  forty-six  ocher  Royal  Air  Force 
Pilots  received  their  Wings  and  left  for 
England  to  do  their  part.  It  makes  me  sad 
to  think  of  all  those  times  we  had  together, 
knowing  that  chey  can  never  be  again. 

— Betty  Jo  Beck. 


FIRST  LOVE 

The  night  could  not  have  been  more 
perfect.  A  golden  moon,  against  a  star 
studded  sky  cast  a  fairy-like  light  on  the 
garden  and  a  bench  on  which  a  couple  sat 
holding  hands.  The  boy  struck  a  match  and 
lifted  it  to  the  cigarette  in  his  mouth.  As 
he  did  so,  a  lump  rose  in  my  throat,  for  I 
could  plainly  see  his  dark  handsome  face. 
And  when  I  heard  him  whisper,  "I  love 
you,"  the  tears  I  had  fought  so  hard  to  hold 
back  came  and  fell  burning  down  my  cheeks 
for  he  was  not  saying  these  words  to  me 
but  to  Marcia. 

Marcia  was  my  cousin  and  four  years 
my  senior.  I  had  come  down  for  her  gradua- 
tion, for  I  was  very  fond  of  her  and  some- 
what awed  by  her  beauty  and  sophistica- 
tion. The  first  day  I  arrived  Marcia  told 
me  (secretly  of  course)  that  she  was  in 
love  with  Davis  Raymond.  I  told  her  I 
thought  it  was  wonderful,  but  really  thought 
it  very  silly  since  my  only  recollection  of 
Davis  was  his  putting  frogs  on  me  and 
calling  me  "pigtails"  when  I  used  to  visit 
there.  That,  of  course,  was  about  five  years 
ago  when  I  was  only  eight  years  old. 

That  evening  I  was  sitting  out  on  the 
porch  when  a  blue  convertible  stopped  in 
front  of  the  house.  Its  driver  got  out  and 
started  up  the  walk.  On  seeing  me  he  came 
bounding  up  the  steps  yelling,  "Well  if  it 
isn't  pigtails !"  "Hey,"  he  exclaimed  "doesn't 
your  Uncle  Davis  rate  a  kiss?"  Then  he 
leaned  down  and  kissed  me  on  the  cheek. 
That  is  how  it  started! 

Love  is  quick  like  that.  It  must  have 
hit  him  the  same  way  it  did  me  because  he 
asked  me  to  go  to  the  show  with  them  that 
night.  And  the  next  afternoon  I  went  to 
the  ball  game  and  he  even  picked  me  up  so 
that  I  could  see  one  of  the  players  make 
a  home  run.  The  next  day  we  went  swim- 
ming up  at  Hollow  Lake  and  danced  after- 
wards. Davis  danced  with  me  four  times 
and  only  danced  twice  with  Marcia.  I  felt 
strange  and  excited.  It  was  different  from 
any  experience  I  had  ever  known.  I  walked 
around  all  day  in  a  daze  and  day-dreamed 
every  night  away.  I  wondered  how  it  would 
all  end.  It  would  have  to  come  to  an  end 
soon,  too  soon.  Would  Marcia  be  hurt?  I 
dared  not  ask  that  question  of  myself. 

Then,  much  too  soon,  came  the  night 
of  the  graduation  exercises.  Marcia,  my 
aunt,  and  I  were  to  leave  early  the  next 
morning.  They  were  driving  me  home  and 
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VARIED  AND  DNDSUAL  EXPERIENCES 


coming  to  visit  my  mother  for  a  month. 
I  thought  if  I  could  only  see  Davis  alone  for 
one  minute  everything  would  be  worked 
out.  Marcia  would  be  going  away  to  college 
next  fall  and  surely  she  would  meet  some- 
one else. 

Davis  came  a  few  minutes  early  and  I 
went  down  to  the  living  room  first.  As  I 
entered  the  room  he  rose  and  I  had  never 
before  noticed  how  much  he  resembled 
Tyrone  Power.  He  took  my  hand  and  asked 
if  he  could  tell  me  something  out  on  the 
porch.  I  felt  as  if  there  were  a  million  but- 
terflies flying  around  inside  me!  This  was 
it!  My  first  proposal!  And  my  last  for  I 
knew  I  could  never  love  anyone  but  Davis. 
He  closed  the  screen  door  behind  him  and 
whispered,  "Say,  how  about  you  going  with 
your  aunt  tonight  and  letting  Marcia  and 
me  have  this  last  night  alone?"  I  do  not 
know  what  I  said  or  did!  I  felt  all  confused 
and  sort  of  sick  inside.  I  saw  them  leave 
in  the  car  and  went  inside.  I  waited  up 
(Heaven  knows  I  could  not  sleep)  until  they 
got  home  and  stood  at  the  window  watch- 
ing them  in  the  garden!  And  watching  all 
my  lovely  dreams  fall  to  pieces!  A  girl's 
first  love  is  the  hardest  thing  in  life  to 
forget.  But  I  forgot  Davis. 

I  saw  him  this  summer  and  wished  him 
all  the  happiness  in  the  world.  But  I  am 
sure  he  will  have  it  because  he  married  one 
of  the  sweetest  girls  I  know.  Of  course  I 
was  Marcia's  maid  of  honor.  I  am  her 
favorite   cousin! 

— Patricia   McCord. 


HENDERSON 


In  reminiscing  over  the  past  few  years 
I  find  one  boy  who  stands  out  particularly 
well  in  my  memory.  His  name  was  Hender- 
son Blank,  and  I  first  made  his  acquaintance 
at  a  dance  during  my  third  year  in  high 
school.  We  liked  each  other  from  the  be- 
ginning, and  so  started  a  friendship  that 
was  to  mean  much  to  both  of  us. 

Not  very  long  after  our  first  encounter 
Henderson  started  coming  to  see  me.  For 
the  first  few  months  he  came  at  regular 
intervals,  buc  after  a  while  acquired  the 
habit  of  dropping  by  the  house  every  after- 
noon after  school.  As  the  year  wore  on  my 
whole  family  became  very  devoted  to  Hen- 
derson; for  he  possessed  those  qualities 
that  are  the  most  admired  in  young  men — 
ambition,  perseverance,  integrity,  and  a 
high  regard  for  the  feeling  of  others. 


The  relationship  that  existed  between 
Henderson  and  me  could  never  be  called  a 
romance.  Love  did  enter  into  it,  but  it  was 
of  a  different  kind  altogether. 

To  me  Henderson  was  an  answer  to  a 
prayer.  Ever  since  I  had  been  able  to  re- 
member I  had  wished  for  an  older  brother. 
Then  when  Mr.  Henderson  Blank  entered 
my  life  I  seemed  to  know  by  some  instinct 
that  he  would  take  the  place  of  a  brother 
as  nearly  as  possible.  From  the  very  first 
I  began  carrying  my  troubles  to  him  and 
asking  him  for  advice  on  certain  matters 
that  would  arise.  In  turn  he  brought  his 
problems  to  me;  and  thus  started  a  friend- 
ship based  on  understanding,  admiration, 
and  a  sort  of  love.  A  great  number  of  people 
were  unable  Jto  grasp  the  significance  of 
such  a  friendship;  for  it  was  during  those 
years  when  we  are  most  likely  to  be  fascin- 
ated by  members  of  the  other  sex,  and  not 
believing  it  to  be  mere  fascination  we  think 
we  have  fallen  madly  in  love  for  once  and 
for  all.  Yet  as  strange  as  it  may  seem  noth- 
ing like  this  ever  happened  to  my  friend 
and  me. 

Henderson  was  a  year  ahead  of  me  in 
classwork;  so  when  I  began  my  senior  year 
ac  Byrd  High  School,  he  began  his  fresh- 
man year  at  Centenary  College — what  a 
struggle  it  was  for  him  too!  His  father 
was  not  able,  financially,  to  send  him  to 
college;  therefore,  all  during  the  preced- 
ing summer  as  well  as  all  through  his  first 
year  he  had  to  work. 

This  went  on  into  his  second  year  too 
only  that  time,  flying  was  connected  with 
it  also.  He  became  very  interested  in  fly- 
ing, and  so  joined  the  C.  A.  A.  At  the  end 
of  the  year  my  friend  was  a  full  fledged 
pilot  awaiting  advanced  instruccion,  and  a 
chance  to  apply  for  the  Naval  Air  Corps. 
Both  of  these  eventually  came  to  him;  and 
he  is  row  at  Pensacola  looking  forward  to 
his  commission. 

I  have  no  idea  when  and  if  I  will  ever 
see  this  boy  again;  for  who  can  tell  what 
is  going  to  happen  in  this  chaotic  world  of 
ours?  I  know,  though,  that  there  will  al- 
ways be  a  bond  between  the  two  of  us  re- 
gardless of  how  many  years  pass  by  with- 
out our  seeing  each  other.  Ours  was  a  true 
friendship  based  on  understanding,  admira- 
tion, and  a  sort  of  love;  and  after  all  what 
could  ever  break  that? 

— Helen  Ewing. 

(Continued  on  page  24) 
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Christmas  Skit  Has 
Mexican  Background 

As  we  go  to  press,  everyone  is  anxiously 
awaiting  the  Christmas  production,  "Lady 
of  the  Market  Place"  to  be  given  at  the 
Christmas  Banquet,  December  17. 

The  scene  of  this  play  is  a  market 
square  in  Old  Mexico,  where  the  women 
are  preparing  for  the  Posada,  making 
wreaths  and  decorating  the  statues  in  the 
square.  The  Posada  is  an  old  Mexican  cus- 
tom, it  takes  place  on  Christmas  Eve.  All 
the  citizens  join  in  this  parade,  carrying 
festoons,    wreaths,    and   bouquets. 

When  the  lights  are  brought  up  you 
will  see  a  group  of  Mexican  women  doing 
the  traditional  Spanish  and  Mexican  festival 
dance,  "Fandango  Dance."  When  they  con- 
clude their  dance,  they  begin  to  prepare 
for  the  festive  occasion  to  follow. 

The  gay,  young  women  of  the  Market 
Place  are:  Marne  Graff  as  Ipa,  Charlotte 
Kennedy  as  Rosa,  Etta  Jane  Wilkinson  as 
Rita,  Margaret  Selby  as  Nonita,  Lois  Rob- 
erts as  Nina,  and  Inez  Hooge  as  Salla. 
Zela,  a  small  girl  of  about  twelve,  will  be 
portrayed  by  Emmylou  Powell,  and  her 
mother,  the  quiet  beautiful,  dark  Tomisita 
will  be  enacted  by  Louise  Burno.  The  Lady 
of  the  Market  Place,  who  neither  speaks  or 
moves,  Betty  Chase  Robinson. 

A  voice  speaking  choir  of  angels  will 
be  introduced  in  the  play.  Combined  with 
the  Nativity  of  the  Mexican  holiday  festivi- 
ties, is  the  religious  tone  of  the  play,  which 
makes  it  a  strikingly  original  and  beauti- 
ful commemoration  of  the  Christmas  season. 

The  lighting  effects  designed  especially 
for  this  production  should  merit  consider- 
able   recognition. 


Mrs.  Cox  Honored 
On   Her  Birthday 

Following  the  performance  of  "Brief 
Music,"  the  cast,  and  all  members  of  Jet 
Maskers  were  invited  to  an  informal  gath- 
ering   in   the    workshop.    Refreshments    of 


ice  cream,  cake,  and  nuts  were  served.  On 
the  serving  table  was  a  large  birthday  cake 
in  honor  of  Mrs.  Cox.  The  party  came  to 
a  climax  as  Mrs.  Cox  entered  and  every- 
one welcomed  her  with  a  very  happy  birth- 
day. She  was  wearing  a  black  dinner  dress, 
and  on  her  left  shoulder  was  pinned  an 
orchid.  The  birthday  greeting  was  a  sur- 
prise and  she  seemed  very  pleased  with  the 
reception  given  to  her.  After  everyone  had 
been  served  a  piece  of  the  delicious  cake, 
the  party  came  to  a  most  enjoyable  con- 
clusion. 


It 


Brief  Music11  Major 
Dramatic  Production 


The  Jet  Maskers  presented  Brief  Music 
by  Emmett  Lavery,  in  the  college  auditor- 
ium, Thursday  evening,  December  4.  The 
entire  action  of  this  play  took  place  in  a 
cozy  dormitory  lounge  of  a  woman's  col- 
lege. For  three  years,  within  the  four  walls 
of  this  room,  many  feasts  were  held,  many 
"bull  sessions"  took  place,  many  feelings 
were  hurt,  and  many  problems  were  solved 
by  the  seven  girls  around  whose  lives  the 
play  revolved.  They  were  all  different: 
Jinx,  Spiff,  Drizzle,  Lovey,  Rosie,  Maggie, 
and  Minnie — living  life  at  its  appealing, 
most  disarming  stage.  The  cast,  under  the 
direction  of  Miss  Ida  Mae  Goe  and  Miss 
Connie  Clough,  did  a  splendid  job,  and  got 
lots  of  laughs  from  a  most  responsive 
audience. 

Cast 

Lovey Patricia  Schultz 

Drizzle Barbara  Brewer 

Spiff Darryl  Wilson 

Jinx Mary  D.  Stewart 

Rosey Sally  Peets 

Maggie Julia  Sefton 

Minnie Catherine  Brown 

The  success  of  this  production  was  due 
not  only  to  the  cast,  but  to  the  stage  man- 
ager, Betty  Robinson,  and  the  crews  who 
kept  things  going  behind  the  scenes. 
Property  Crew 
Lois  Roberts 
Ann  Raborn 
Dorothy  Stevenson 
Louise  Burno 
Costume  Crew 
Margaret  Selby 

Inez  Hoage 

Emmylou  Powell 

Charlotte  Kennedy 

Book-Holder 

Etta  Jane  Wilkinson 

Sound  Effects 

Ruth  McKay 
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"BRIEF 
MUSIC" 


(Continued  from  page  21) 
AND  THERE   IS  MUSIC 

We  met  in  the  usual  way.  No  bands  or 
symphonies  played,  yet  there  was  music — 
a  mad,  thrilling  kind  of  music  that  sent 
something  rushing  from  my  head  to  my 
feet — music  in  the  way  he  smiled,  in  his 
casual  "hi  there!"  and  long  rather  quick 
strides.  Dave  Elliott  hailed  from  Illinois, 
and  having  exceptional  brilliance,  was  pro- 
moted to  a  high  senior  in  Arlington  Heights 
High.  I,  at  the  time  was  a  low  junior — a 
very  low  junior  it  seemed. 

It  happened  at  Tripple  X,  where  every- 
thing of  importance  always  happened,  on 
one  of  the  extra  special  occasions  when, 
to  my  begging  so  pityfully  for  the  car, 
mother  weakened  and  answered  "yes." 
Janie,  my  standby,  and  I  had  no  sooner  put 
in  our  order  for  two  chocolate  malted  milks, 
double  rich  ones,  than  Buz  Deane  slammed 
on  his  brakes  and  swerved  parallel  along 
side  of  us,  escaping  my  back  fender  by 
less  than  an  inch.  Nice  of  him  I  thought 
to  myself !  As  was  a  customary  habit,  he 
and  his  Beta  brothers  piled  three-deep  in 
the  back  seat  of  my  car.  (At  least  I  used 
to  delight  in  thinking  of  it  as  mine.)  "Hey 
Mark,  Hi  Geren,  Lo'  Buz." 

In  the  course  of  my  fond  salutations,  I 
saw  him — really  for  the  first  time!  The 
other  was  at  school  at  a  distance,  but  even 
then  a  peculiar  little  feeling  engulfed  me. 
How  he  stood  out  from  the  others!  And 
what  absolutely  dreamy  eyes!  Turquoise 
they  were !  Not  green  or  blue,  but  turquoise, 
unlike  Mark's  or  Geren's  or  Buz's,  or  any- 
one's for  that  matter.  He  was  the  man 
Janie  and  I  used  to  dream  about,  though 
never  realized  could  possibly  exist — tall, 
with  rather  blond,  unruly  hair  and  a  square 
determined  jaw  line,  like  one  of  Jon  Whit- 
com's  masterpieces.  Beneath  the  laughs  and 
shouts  of  the  crowd,  two  questions  kept  un- 
consciously repeating  themselves  in  my 
mind.  "Why  doesn't  someone  introduce  us? 
Suppose  they  don't?"  Apparently  Buz  read 
these  thoughts  for  he  burst  forth  with, 
"Nearly  forgot!  Rose  Ann  meet  Dave — 
David  Elliott."  (Thank  you  Buz,  dear  Buz 
— thank  you,  thank  you !) 

The  next  evening  while  dressing  for  the 
Senior  Prom,  I  took  partcular  care  and 
caution,  wondering  all  the  time  if  he  would 
be  there,  if  he  would  dance  with  me,  if  he 
would  bring  Marjorie  Thomas,  senior  fav- 
orite, who  was  constantly  tagging  behind 
him  and  making  herself  foolishly  conspic- 
uous? (Please  dear  God,  let  him  come — let 
him  come  stag!) 

Later  I  wondered  if  it  was  because  I 
had  been  living  right  or  by  mere  coincidence 
that  when  Buz  and  I  walked  in,  Dave  Elliott 
was  leaning  against  the  wall  smiling,  just 
as  I  had  pictured  he  would  be.   I  wore  a 


new  dress,  much  too  sophisticated  mother 
had  complained,  when  I  selected  it,  but  I 
could  tell  by  Dave's  smile  of  approval  that 
he  liked  it.  Everyone  of  importance  liked 
it! 

As  Buz  relieved  me  of  my  wrap,  Dave 
called  from  across  the  room,  "You  did  get 
here  didn't  you?"  and  then  I  heard  music 
again,  even  louder  and  lovelier  than  be- 
fore. After  the  first  sweet  strains  of  "You 
Stepped  Out  of  a  Dream,"  Dave  was  there, 
asking  Buz  if  he  could  borrow  me  for  a 
dance.  His  chin  firmly  against  my  fore- 
head, I  closed  my  eyes  momentarily  and 
wondered,  if  all  these  other  couples  had 
experienced  the  joy  of  perfect  ecstasy.  To 
me,  this  was  it! 

Since  that  delightfully  glorious  and 
memorable  evening,  nothing  has  changed 
except  time — an  elapse  of  over  two  years, 
I  believe.  All  else  is  the  same.  Dave  merely 
glances  my  way,  smiles — and  there  is 
music ! 

— Rose  Ann  Pearson. 


JIM 

"Jim  never  brings  me  pretty  flowers" 
How  true  this  is!  So  many  times  I  have 
gone  to  dances  with  no  corsage  and  made 
up  the  stupid  lie  that  the  flowers  I  got  did 
not  match  my  dress.  I  told  this  to  the  girls 
who  made  such  a  point  to  ask  me  where 
my  corsage  was. 

"Jim  never  tries  to  fill  my  lonely  hours" 
Never  would  he  call  when  he  knew  I  was 
home  doing  nothing.  I  have  sat  by  the 
phone  for  hours,  hoping  he  would  call,  but 
I  am  always  disappointed  and  go  to  bed 
with  my  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

"I  never  seem  to  set  his  love  a-fire" 
I  often  wonder  why  he  never  says  he  loves 
me.  I  can  always  hear  him  say — "Gee,  you're 
a  swell  kid,  honey,  but  I  ain't  got  no  money. 
Don't  let  a  no-good  guy  like  me  upset  you. 
After  all  what'll  it  get  you.  Yeh,  waitin'  for 
a  guy  like  Jim." 

Instead  of  discouraging  me,  this  always 
makes  me  think  that  perhaps  he  is  afraid 
to  admit  his  love  for  me,  because  he  is 
just  a  bookkeeper  and  earns  such  a  small 
salary.  I  am  an  only  child  and  my  dad  has 
given  me  everything  I  have  wanted.  Maybe 
Jim  is  smarter  than  I  and  can  see  we  are 
not  from  ,the  same  circle  and  believes  our 
marriage  would  never  work.  But  I  have 
gone  over  all  these  formalities  a  dozen 
times  and  always  know  I  could  not  be  hap- 
py any  other  way  than  with  Jim. 

"Gone  are  the  years  I've  wasted  on  him" 
I  say  this  forgetting  all  the  wonderful  times 
we  had  together.  I  guess  the  saying  "Things 
may  change,  but  memories  live  on"  is  very 
true. 

"Sometimes  when  I  get  feelin'  low, 

I  say  let's  call  it  quits" 
I  never  really  mean  this,  but  I  do  get  so 
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discouraged  sometimes  and  feel  as  if  I 
can   not  stand  another   minute   of   anxiety. 

"Then  I  hang  on — breaking  my  heart  in 
bits" 

Why  do  I  do  this?  I  know  I  will  always  be 
hurt,  but  I  never  seem  to  care.  Even  when 
my  friends  call  me  a  fool,  I  laugh  and  tell 
them  they  do  not  know  what  real  love  is. 

"Some  day  I  know  that  Jim  will  up  and 
leave  me" 

This  fear  is  in  my  mind  constantly.  I  wonder 
what  my  life  would  be  without  any  anxiety, 
anyone  to  thrill  me  as  Jim  does — I  know 
the  answer   "emptiness." 

"Even  if  he  does  leave  me  you  can  be- 
lieve me 

I'll  go  on  carrying  the  torch  for  Jim." 

— Jane   Tucker. 


Red,  Silver  Setting 
For  Christmas  Banquet 

A  major  part  of  the  Christmas  atmo- 
sphere was  the  unique  dining  hall  decora- 
tions, arranged  so  effectively  by  Mrs.  Con- 
ditt. 

Stars,  cones,  and  a  contrast  of  red  and 
silver  was  the  theme.  Two  massive  trees 
decorated  the  southern  end  of  the  dining 
room.  Small  trees  balanced  the  idea  on  the 
buffet.  Effective  center-pieces  of  silver  pines 
and  stars  of  red  and  silver  were  comple- 
mented with  favors  of  Christmas  candies, 
tied  in  red  and  silver  and  a  menu  card  also 
carried  out  the  star  idea. 

Thanks  to  Mrs.  Peets  and  Mrs.  Con- 
ditt,  we  had  a  lovely  Christmas  fete  this 
year. 


GULF    PARK   GIRLS   PARTICIPATE    IN 
CHURCH  CHOIR  PROGRAMS 

The  Presbyterian  Church  had  its  annual 
Christmas  program  Sunday,  December  14. 
After  Rev.  J.  N.  Brown  delivered  a  short 
but  impressive  address,  the  program  was 
turned  over  to  Mrs.  William  Estopinal, 
choir  director.  The  choir  of  which  three 
members  are  Gulf  Park  girls,  Louise  Burno, 
Marilyn  Fountain,  and  Bonnie  Murray,  sang 
the  cantata  "The  Adoration."  After  the 
offertory,  Bonnie  Murray  sang  "Christmas 
Candles"  by  Elinor  Warren. 

Another  Gulf  Park  girl  taking  part  in  a 
Christmas  program  was  Muriel  Barker  who 
sang  "0  Holy  Night"  in  the  Christmas  ser- 
vices held  last  Sunday  at  the  Methodist 
Church. 


Christmas  Letters 


Dere  Sandy   Claw 

How  are  Mrs.  Sandy  Claw?  Am  she 
wuking  on  my  nu  dres  ?  How  de  Dander 
and  Blitzkreig?  Pleze  tell  Mrs.  Sandy  Claw 
'howdy'  for  me. 

Ah  sho  wud  lak  some  purple  fo  mah 
eyes  an  some  chawing  tobacy  ef  yo  cud 
spair  it.  Do  yo  reckon  yo  might  brang  a 
dip  or  two  of  dat  good  snuff  too? 

Ah  cud  take  a  bed  warmer  tu  on  count 
of  both  mah  foots  gits  cold  when  hits  a 
snowin  outside  an  de  winds  a  whitslin  thu 
ever  crack  in  mah  shack.  Long  as  you  am 
calculation  on  gittin  me  hot  ah  mought  cud 
use  a  wood  stove  and  a  can  of  cole  orl.  Or 
mebbe  a  heavy  wool  blankit. 

Ef  ah  hangs  mah  stockin  on  de  chimbley 
will  yo  fill  it  wif  candy? 

Have  yo  slad  got  runners  make  of  light- 
enin  lak  Cindy  Lou  say  or  am  dey  jes  plain 
ion  lak  Uncle  Tom's. 

Tell  yo  whut  ah'll  do.  Ef  yo'll  brang 
me  dat  demon  Hitler's  neck  an  let  me 
pussonly  thro  hit  down  de  well  den  ah'll 
forgit  ever  other  thing  ah  done  ask  yo  fo. 

Pleze  doan  fogit  me  no  how. 
Yo  humberl  blak   survant 
Mae  Belle  James 

P.  S.  Mebbe  yo  better  brang  Willie  Jet 
mah   nehfew   a  little  red  waggin. 

(Virginia  Cartwright) 


A  LETTER  FROM  SWEDEN 

Dear  Santa  Claus, 

Ay  am  fife  years  old  und  ay  cum  frum 
Sveden.  My  modder  und  fadder  are  still 
over  dere.  Ay  like  dis  country  a  lot  but  ay 
vant  to  be  home  mit  dem.  Dey  used  to  say 
ay  couldn't  but  now  dey  don't  know  vhat 
to  do. 

For  Christmas  ay  would  like  dat  you 
should  bring  all  de  liddle  boys  und  girls 
some  nuts  und  candy.  Dem  vhats  pore,  ay 
vould  like  for  you  to  bring  clothes. 

If  dere  is  anything  left  for  me,  ay 
vould  like  a  doll  like  de  von  whats  at  home. 
She  vas  so  pretthy  und  ay  miss  her  so. 

Santa,  vhy  you  supposed  ay  can't  see 
my  modder.  Ven  ay  leave  she  vere  crying 
so,  but  she  say  it  best  for  me.  Ay  do  not 
anderstand.  Dey  keep  talking  about  a  man 
vhat  vas  coming  und  dat  he  hurt  all  de 
liddle  boys  und  girls.  New  dey  say  he  com- 
ing over  here  und  dey  don't  know  where 
to  send  me.  Santa,  ay  don't  care  about  bad 
man  ay  joust  vant  to  see  mine  Modder  und 
Fadder.  Can't  I,  Santa,  can't  I. 

Santa,  how  be  Mrs.  Claus.  She  fine  ay 
hope.  Give  her  mine  love. 
Love  und   kisses, 
Sonia 

(Louise  King) 
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WHAT  HAVE  YOH  HEARD  IN  CHAPEL? 


In  the  first  student  assembly  of  the 
year,  members  of  Gulf  Park  College  were 
introduced  to  the  staffs  of  the  Tammy  Howl 
and  the  Sea  Gull,  the  college  annual.  Miss 
Barbara  Brewer,  Society  editor  of  Tammy, 
spoke  on  the  aspirations  of  the  magazine 
this  year  as  well  as  giving  the  origin  of  the 
name  "Tammy  Howl."  At  the  conclusion  of 
her  speech  she  introduced  the  various  edi- 
tors of  the  staff,  each  one  outlining  her 
work  during  the  year. 

The  Sea  Gull  staff  was  introduced  by 
Miss  Virginia  Thomas,  editor  of  the  annual, 
who  emphasized  in  her  speech  the  fact 
that  the  annual  is  a  student  activity.  The 
heads  of  the  departments  then  described 
their  future  activities  and  asked  for  the  co- 
operation of  everyone  present. 


OCTOBER   28 


October  28,  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  Cabinet  pre- 
sented its  first  chapel  program.  Beginning 
with  the  singing  of  "This  Is  My  Father's 
World,"  Lily  Belle  Anderson  followed  with 
the  reading  of  Exodus  20.  Betty  Robinson 
sang  "My  Task,"  after  which  June  Stron 
gave  a  brief  but  interesting  talk  on  "What's 
Wrong  With  the  World."  A  prayer  and  the 
singing  of  a  hymn,  "Take  My  Life  and  Let 
It  Be"  by  the  student  body,  brought  the 
program  to  a  close. 


OCTOBER  30 


In  chapel  this  morning  we  had  the 
privilege  of  hearing  three  delegates  from 
The  National  Conference  of  Christians  and 
Jews  "Institute  of  Human  Relations"  being 
held  in  New  Orleans.  Rabbi  Teichard,  of 
Cincinnati  spoke  first,  followed  by  Father 
Crandall,  Dean  of  Men  at  Loyola  Univers- 
ity in  New  Orleans,  and  then  Mr.  Chitlon 
Bennett,  of  Houston,  Texas,  who  is  the 
Methodist  director  of  the  Southwest  Area 
of  Christians  and  Jews,  closed  the  program. 

Each  spoke  of  the  meaning  and  import- 
ance of  the  conference  being  held  and  the 
hope  they  had  of  closer  union  between  all 
the  beliefs. 


NOVEMBER  11 


Mr.  Barney  Eaton,  a  lawyer  from  Gulf- 
port,  spoke  to  us  in  chapel  on  Armistice 
Day,  November  11.  He  said  that  in  1918 
Armistice  Day  was  celebrated  in  many  parts 
of  the  country  a  week  before  the  Armistice 
was  actually  signed.  The  feeling  then  was 
that  the  war  had  ended  and  the  world  was 
made  safe  for  democracy.  Instead,  however, 


it  seems  to  have  been  made  a  field  for 
totalitarianism.  The  League  of  Nations  did 
not  have  a  fair  opportunity  to  make  world 
peace.  President  Wilson  should  not  have 
taken  part  in  the  peace  treaty  resulting  in 
the  Treaty  of  Versailles.  Fundamentally,  he 
was  on  the  right  track,  but  it  turned  into 
a  political  issue  when  he  returned. 

If  an  international  police  had  been  in 
force  when  Japan  invaded  Manchuko  and 
when  Italy  invaded  Ethiopia,  it  would  have 
prevented  Hitler  from  his  drive  of  aggres- 
sion. We  should  have  seen  that  Hitler  was 
preparing  for  war.  Now,  our  present  debt 
is  twice  as  much  is  the  total  debt  of  the 
whole  World  War.  As  it  is,  we  are  not  sav- 
ing lives  or  money,  neither  are  we  having 
peace.  It  will  be  only  through  an  organiza- 
tion such  as  the  League  of  Nations  that  we 
can  recover  from  our  present  situation. 


NOVEMBER  21 


The  speaker  at  Chapel  this  morning  was 
Mr.  Jim  McClendon,  Gulf  Park  representa- 
tive, who  spoke  to  the  students  on  the 
educational  system  in  Germany.  The  out- 
standing drawback  in  its  very  complex  net- 
work is  the  lack  of  freedom,  both  in  the 
restricted  facilities  open  to  the  students 
and  the  tight  clamp  held  on  the  professors' 
method  of  teaching.  Having  been  associated 
with  the  University  of  Berlin,  Mr.  Mc- 
Clendon was  well-qualified  to  quote  the  con- 
ditions and  status  at  the  time  of  his  at- 
tendance there.  He  gave  several  illustrative 
anecdotes  of  the  general  attitude  toward 
Hitler  and  the  feeling  of  fear  and  repres- 
sion that  exists  not  only  in  the  school  sys- 
tem but  even  in  the  home  and  social  life. 
At  the  conclusion  of  his  very  interesting 
talk  there  was  not  a  girl  who  did  not  feel 
grateful  that  America,  with  all  its  freedom 
of  opportunity,  is  hers  to  love  and  enjoy. 


NOVEMBER  25 


On  the  morning  of  November  25,  mem- 
bers of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  cabinet  presented 
a  Thanksgiving  chapel  program.  A  Thanks- 
giving hymn  and  America  the  Beautiful 
were  sung  by  the  student  body.  Psalm  95 
was  read  by  Josephine  Schillig,  and  a  poem 
by  Marne  Graff.  Barbara  Brewer  read  a 
most  interesting  short  editorial  on  the 
Thanksgiving  holiday,  and  Betty  Branch 
gave  a  brief  talk  on  "What  We  Have  To 
Be  Thankful  For."  Following  a  lovely  song 
by  Lilly  Belle  Anderson,  Betty  Robinson 
closed  the  program  with  a  Thanksgiving 
prayer. 
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Junior  College  Association 
Grows  Into  Active  Organization 

DR.  COX  TWICE   PRESIDENT,  CHARTER 
MEMBER  OF   GROUP 

An  organization  that  has  assumed  in- 
creasing importance  in  educational  circles 
in  the  South  is  that  of  the  Southern  As- 
sociation of  Junior  Colleges. 

Nearly  twenty  years  ago  Dr.  Richard 
G.  Cox  sat  in  with  a  group  of  junior  col- 
lege executives  who  were  brought  together 
to  attend  sessions  of  the  Southern  Associa- 
tion of  Colleges  and  Secondary  Schools. 
About  sixteen  years  ago  this  group  organ- 
ized in  a  semi-formal  way  and  Dr.  Cox  was 
made  chairman  of  the  group  for  the  first 
year.  The  organization  has  grown  steadily 
through  the  years  and  now,  when  the  best 
junior  colleges  have  become  accredited,  the 
Southern  Association  of  Junior  Colleges  is 
one  of  the  most  important  divisions  of  the 
parent  organization. 

In  1940  Dr.  Cox  was  again  elected  presi- 
dent of  this  association  during  its  conven- 
tion in  Memphis.  This  year,  when  the  group 
met  in  Louisville,  Gulf  Park's  president 
was  responsible  for  the  preparation  of  the 
program  and  presided  at  the  banquet  as 
toastmaster.  Some  of  the  advanced  stu- 
dents of  the  music  department  of  the  Uni- 
versity of  Louisville  furnished  the  enter- 
tainment and  the  principal  address  was 
made  by  Dean  Marten  ten  Hoor  of  Tulane 
University. 


Journalism  Class 

Visits  Newspaper  Office 

Under  the  supervision  of  Mrs.  Lulu  D. 
Hardy,  the  journalism  class  of  Gulf  Park 
visited  the  offices  of  the  Daily  Herald  in 
Gulfport  on  November  10.  The  class  was 
shown  through  the  editorial  department, 
the  business  department,  and  then  was 
taken  to  the  linotype  room  where  some  of 
the  girls  had  their  names  printed  on  slugs. 
In  the  composing  room,  process  of  making- 
up  pages  was  demonstrated  to  the  class. 
After  the  final  form  had  been  made  the 
class  watched  the  papers  rolling  off  the 
press  in  its  completed  form.  Following  the 
trip  through  the  Daily  Herald  offices,  the 
class  was  invited  to  tea  at  Mrs.  Hardy's 
home. 


DECEMBER    12 

On  Friday,  December  12,  the  Y.  W.  C. 
A.  presented  its  Christmas  chapel  program. 
The  program  was  opened  with  the  singing 
of  two  Christmas  carols.  "Oh  Little  Town 
of  Bethlehem"  and  "Silent  Night,"  followed 
by  the  reading  of  the  words  of  the  Prophets 


Informal  Reunion  Tea 
At  Louisville  Attended 
By  Many  Alumnae 

The  informal  reunion-tea  held  at  Louis- 
ville, Kentucky,  December  3  was  a  most  en- 
joyable affair  with  former  students  of  Gulf 
Park  from  Louisville  and  its  surrounding 
territory  in  attendance. 

Arrangements  were  in  charge  of  Miss 
Lucille  Burks,  a  graduate  of  Gulf  Park 
in  1925  and  she  was  assisted  by  Mrs.  J. 
Worthem  Mercke  (Mills  Waterfill,  1927-29), 
Mrs.  Lyman  P.  Hailey  (Frances  Gould,  '24) 
and  Mrs.  William  Scott  Miller  (Helen  Pit- 
cher, 1923-24).  This  group  along  with  Dr. 
Cox  received  the  guests  from  4:00  until 
5:30  o'clock  at  the  Kentucky  Hotel. 

There  were  about  thirty  guests  present, 
mostly  from  Louisville;  however,  there 
were  a  few  from  a  distance  including  the 
following:  Mrs.  Frank  Connelly  and  her 
daughter  Maybelle,  1935-37,  together  with 
two  prospective  students  who  drove  from 
Warsaw,  Kentucky,  a  distance  of  about 
seventy-five  miles.  Harold  Brown  Connelly, 
'37,  another  daughter,  who  is  doing  gradu- 
ate work  in  the  University  of  Kentucky, 
came  by  bus  from  Lexington.  Mrs.  C.  C. 
Davis  (Mary  Martha  Kahler,  '38)  and  her 
mother,  from  New  Albany,  Indiana,  were 
present  as  were  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Hancock,  Jac- 
queline's parents,  and  Mr.  and  Mrs.  M.  V. 
Rinehart  with  their  daughter,  Jane,  who 
graduated  from  Gulf  Park  in  1938.  Mrs.  B. 
M.  Starks  came,  although  her  two  daugh- 
ters, Elizabeth  and  Josephine,  were  both 
out  of  the  city.  Many  now  on  the  campus 
will  remember  Edith  Semonin,  '41,  who  was 
present  at  the  tea.  Miss  Mary  Otis  Mather 
found  that  she  could  not  attend  the  tea  so 
she  drove  to  Louisville  the  evening  before 
for  a  visit  with  Dr.  Cox. 

During  the  afternoon  a  chapter  of  Gulf 
Park  College  alumnae  was  organized  and 
Lucille  Burks,  '25  was  elected  president. 
Mrs.  Addison  Dimmitt,  Jr.,  (Lucile  Tafel, 
'37)  was  chosen  to  serve  as  vice-president, 
secretary  and  treasurer. 

After  greetings  had  been  exchanged,  the 
group  gathered  in  a  circle  for  informal  rem- 
iniscences. The  affair  was  enjoyed  by  all 
those  who  attended,  expressing  delight  at 
the  opportunity  of  visiting  again  with  Gulf 
Park  girls  and  Dr.  Cox. 

and  singing  of  "It  Came  Upon  A  Midnight 
Clear."  The  song  was  followed  by  the  read- 
ing of  the  Birth  of  Christ.  The  program  was 
concluded  by  the  singing  of  "Oh  Come  All 
Ye  Faithfull,"  followed  by  a  prayer. 
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ALUMNAE  VISITORS 

Recent  alumnae  visitors  to  Gulf  Park  in- 
cluded ELIZABETH  MARTIN,  '41  and  SUE 
JOHNSON,  '41,  who  were  here  for  the  an- 
nual Sing  Song.  Earlier  in  the  fall  JOSE- 
PHINE LEARNARD  (1929-30),  formerly 
of  Danville,  Illinois,  made  a  brief  call  at  the 
college.  Josephine  is  Mrs.  Alfred  N.  Plumley 
of  Minneapolis,  Minnesota.  Her  husband  is 
in  the  investment  department  of  the  First 
National  Bank  and  Trust  Company  of  that 
city. 

MARY  LOVE  HALE,  '39,  who  is  Mrs.  Wil- 
liam Hugo  Stromberg  of  Ardmore,  Okla- 
homa, visited  Gulf  Park  in  October. 

NEWS  OF  GRADUATES 
CLASS  OF  '31 

MARTHA  GUICE,  '31,  who  is  Mrs.  W.  M. 

Harrison,  is  now  back  in  Biloxi,  Mississip- 
pi, where  her  husband,  who  was  a  reserve 
officer,  has  been  called  to  active  duty.  Mr. 
Harrison  is  a  first  lieutenant  at  Keesler 
Field.  The  Harrisons  are  living  2846  West 
Beach,  Biloxi.  Their  very  attractive  little 
daughter,  Nancy  Rebecca  Harrison,  is  six- 
teen months  old. 

MARTHA  LAKE  DUDLEY,  '31  (Mrs.  Earl 
L.  Fricke),  her  husband,  and  two  year  old 
son  have  moved  to  Montgomery,  Alabama, 
at  334  Sayre  Street,  Apartment  D. 

CLASS  OF  '34 

JANE  FEAGIN,  '34  (Mrs.  J.  0.  Cheairs) 
and  her  husband  moved  from  Tulsa  to  Ok- 
lahoma City,  2108  N.  W.  Elmhurst.  Jane 
saw  LOU  LITTLE  BARBECK  recently.  Lou 
has  another  girl. 

ANNE  TUCKER,  '34,  is  Mrs.  A.  G.  Wil- 
liams III,  2212  South  R  Street,  Fort  Smith, 
Arkansas.  Her  small  son  is  three  years  old. 

CLASS  OF  '36 

PHYLLIS  JEAN  BLANCHARD,  '36,  (Mrs. 
L.  Hart  Wright)  and  her  husband  have 
moved  from  Norman,  Oklahoma,  to  Ann 
Arbor,  Michigan,  502  E.  Jefferson,  Apart- 
ment 16.  Mr.  Hart  who  was  the  highest 
ranking  student  in  the  law  department  of 
Oklahoma  University  for  three  years  and 
ranked  first  in  the  Oklahoma  State  bar  ex- 
aminations last  summer,  won  a  fellowship 
to  the  University  of  Michigan.  Phyllis  is 
director  of  the  Little  Theatre  in  Fenton, 
Michigan,  and  commutes  to  her  work  from 
Ann  Arbor. 


CLASS  OF  '38 

MARGARET  EHRICH,  '38  who  has  been  liv- 
ing in  New  York  several  years,  has  return- 
ed to  her  home  in  Evansville,  1508  Howard 
Avenue.  Last  summer  Margaret  had  a  grand 
visit  with  FRANCES  WOODRUFF,  '38  and 
MARGARET  WINSHIP,  '39,  in  Atlanta,  en 
route  to  Savannah,  Georgia. 

HELEN  FRANCES  JAMES,  '38,  is  in  Hol- 
lywood, California,   taking  screen  tests. 
LUCY  DAILY,  '38,  (Mrs.  John  Stell)  is  liv- 
ing in  Brazil,  Indiana.  Mr.  Stell  is  an  archi- 
tect. 


NEWS  OF  OTHER  GULF   PARK  GIRLS 

The  November  10th  issue  of  Time  Maga- 
zine carried  a  picture  of  HELEN  MEYERS 
(1928-29),  formerly  of  Oklahoma  City,  with 
news  of  the  Victor  children's  record  she  has 
made  during  the  past  year.  Seven  of  the 
eleven  albums  of  children's  records  issued 
by  the  Victor  Company  on  its  Christmas 
list  are  the  work  of  Helen.  She  was  con- 
cert and  jive  pianist  at  the  Rainbow  Room 
in  New  York  City,  has  composed  a  number 
of  popular  songs,  and  for  the  past  two 
years  has  been  with  Victor,  dreaming  up 
ideas  for  the  children's  list. 

News  of  VIRGINIA  HOLT  (1932-33),  form 
erly  of  Altus,  Oklahoma,  tells  us  that  she 
has  moved  to  El  Paso,  Texas.  Her  address 
is:  Mrs.  Gordon  Thomas,  4519  Hueco,  El 
Paso,  Texas.  Virginia's  little  daughter  is 
six  year  old. 

DON  HUTTO  (1937-38)  of  Big  Springs, 
Texas,  was  recently  married  to  Harold  Gar- 
vin. She  and  her  husband  are  attending 
Oklahoma  University. 

MARY    JEANNE    HOG  AN     (1939-40)     of 

Lafayette,  Indiana,  was  married  in  Novem- 
ber to  Ralph  O'Haver,  Ensign,  U.  S.  Navy. 
Ensign  O'Haver  is  also  a  native  of  Lafayette. 
He  is  a  graduate  of  Louisiana  Tech.  They 
will  be  at  home  at  546  Broad  Street,  Ports- 
mouth, Virginia. 

NANCY  DAGGETT  (1939-40)  of  Marianna, 
Arkansas,  attended  the  University  of  Ar- 
kansas last  year,  but  in  October  she  enter- 
ed the  Baptist  Hospital  at  Little  Rock,  Ar- 
kansas, to  take  a  nurses'  training  course. 
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ACTIVITIES 


PAT  BRAUM  (1938-40)  of  Bonus,  Texas, 
is  attending  the  University  of  Texas  in 
pursuit  of  a  degree  in  geology.  Pat's  Aus- 
tin address  is  2000  Whitis  Street. 

A  long  letter  from  PEG  WAITE  (1940-41) 

tells  of  her  work  at  Montana  State  Col- 
lege, Bozeman,  Montana,  how  much  she 
misses  Gulf  Park  and  all  her  friends  here, 
and  brings  us  the  good  news  that  she  may 
be  able  to  come  down  for  a  visit  during 
spring  vacation. 

NORMA  LEE  DACY  (1940-41)  of  Spring- 
field, Missouri,  was  chosen  one  of  eight 
from  fifty-six  contestants  as  attendant  to 
the  Queen  of  the  American  Royal,  annual 
fall  festival  at  Kansas   City,  Missouri. 

MARRIAGES 

LUCIA  LULL  of  Wetumpka,  Alabama,  and 
New  York  City,  to  Mr.  Jack  Floyd  Neal,  of 
New  York  City,  formerly  of  Covington, 
Georgia,  in  December.  Lucia  has  had  a  very 
successful  stage  career,  and  was  the  leading 
lady  in  Brock  Pemberton's  Chicago  and 
Touring  Company  of  "Kiss  the  Boys  Good- 
bye." Mr.  Neal  is  associated  with  the  Cen- 
tral Hanover  Bank  and  Trust  Company. 

CATHERINE  FLOX  (1935-36)  of  Colum- 
bia City,  Indiana,  to  Mr.  Nathan  Wahlberg, 
October  26. 

JOAN  MILLER  (1935-36)  of  Cedar  Rapids, 
Iowa,  to  Mr.  Abbott  Bennett  Lipsky. 

JEAN  CLABAUGH  (1936-38)  Birmingham, 
Alabama,  to  Mr.  Henry  Constant  Hiles,  Oc- 
tober 23.  At  home  2051  Myra  Street  Jack- 
sonville, Florida. 

EMILY    CATHERINE    BROWN    (1937-38) 

of  Pass  Christian,  to  Mr.  James  Joseph 
Murphy,  November  29. 

DOROTHY  DUPUY  (1937-38)  of  New  Or- 
leans, to  Mr.  Ainsworth  Jordy,  November 
26. 

BIRTHS 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Barney  Hitchcock  (CATH- 
ERINE BERGQUIST,  '30),  a  son,  Charles 
Anthony,  October  9,  1941. 

To  Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  E.  Maxwell  (EDITH 
OESTERLE,  '31),  a  son,  John  Gerald,  Oc- 
tober 7,  1941.  Edith's  address  is  Mrs.  J.  E. 
Maxwell,  Headquarters  28  BN,  Fort  Sill, 
Oklahoma. 


LEE    BURGESS   WRITES    FROM 
UNIVERSITY  OF  CHICAGO 

Dear  Miss  Goe: 

My  backward  tongue  would  stutter  even 
more  if  I  tried  to  say  how  much  I  miss  you 
and  Van  and  Mrs.  Cox  and  all  the  many 
people  and  little  intangible  things  that  made 
Gulf  Park  synonymous  with  happiness  for 
me.  I  never  knew  how  much  it  meant  just 
to  see  water  on  a  gull's  wing,  or  sunlight 
thread  through  leaves,  or  morning  grass 
beaded  with  dew  until  now  when  I  have 
to  do  without  them.  Up  here  about  all  I 
can  say  is  to  quote,  "It  rains  and  the  wind 
is  never  weary;  and  with  every  gust  the 
dead   leaves  fall." 

The  University  of  Chicago  is  very, 
very  interesting,  very  progressive,  difficult, 
and  has  about  the  same  effect  on  me  as  a 
below-zero  wind  has  on  a  drop  of  water. 
It  simply  astounds  me  that  people  can  go 
through  four  years  together  taking  the 
same  course,  and  end  up  not  knowing  one 
another's  names.  Thomas  Wolfe's  "Which 
of  us  is  not  forever  a  stranger  and  alone?" 
is  certainly  applicable  here. 

My  spring  vacation  starts  the  twenty- 
first  of  March,  and  nothing  will  be  able  to 
stop  me  from  heading  Southward.  I  got  a 
letter  from  Van  this  morning  that  she  was 
going  to  try  and  make  it  then  also.  I  hope 
so,  for  with  the  group  together  maybe  it 
will  be  possible  to  forget  all  the  decades 
that  have  passed  since  Gulf  Park  shut  its 
doors  last  spring.  You  have  to  be  there 
that  week.  You  will  be,  won't  you? 
Love,    Subby 


STAND  THEE  STAUNCH  AMERICA! 

Stand   thee   staunch   America, 
In  these  times  of  slippery  fate. 

Stand   thee   high,   America! 

Light  thy  beacon ;  do  not  wait ! 

For  it  is  thy  pride,  thy  glory,  to  bear 
The  torch  of  God's  people  for  the 
world   to   share. 

Stand   thee   close,    America, 

To  God  who  paves  thy  way. 
Stand  thee   ready,   America, 

To  still  the  turmoil  and   the  fra. 
Use  thy  massive  strength  to  hold 

The    friendships   of   a   world-grown   cold. 
Stand   thee  staunch,  America! 

— Darryl   Wilson. 
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GULF   PARK 

Awards  The  Palm 


TO  HONOR  ROLL  STUDENTS   FOR  FIRST  QUARTER 
First  Quarter,   1941-42 


To  be  eligible  for  the  Honor  Roll  a  student  must  have  at 
least  one  A  in  a  three-hour  or  one-unit  course,  and  no  grade 
below  B.  Her  average  must  be  midway  between  B  and  B 
plus.  (A  minimum  of  C  in  physical  education  and  B  in  de- 
portment is  allowed.)  The  student's  course  of  study  must 
be  the  equivalent  of  at  least  15  hours  or  334  units,  includ- 
ing  physical    education. 

A  student  whose  course  amounts  to  more  than  16  hours  or 
454  units  may  be  eligible  for  the  Honor  Roll  if  she  meets 
the  requirements  in  16  hours  or  454  units,  and  maintains 
an  average  of  C  in  any  additional  work  that  she  may  be 
taking. 

The  requirement  in  physical  education  has  been  changed 
beginning  with  the  second  quarter.  Hereafter  a  grade  of 
C  plus  is  the  minimum  that  is  acceptable  for  the  Honor  Roll. 


Cooke,   Frances 


Babb,  Dorothy  Anne 
Beck,   Betty  Jo 
Boggess,   Janellen 
Burno,   Louise 
Cartwright,  Virginia 
Clarke,    Theo 
Cooke,  Frances 
Cottingham,  Marie 
Cowan,    Roberta 
Flagg,  Carolyn 
Gault,  Marian 
G i 1 1  is,  June 

Gosman,    Dorothy  Anne 
Graff,  Ma rne 
Harding,   Minnie  Lou 


All  A's 

Myers,   Marilyn 

Hawkins,   Sloan 
Hazell,    Betty 
Hoover,  Marian 
Hopkins,   Bettye 
Hurley,  Jean 
Jacoby,   Virginia 
Kishler,   Mary 
Kuhn,   Barbara 
Kuhn,   Dorothy 
McCall,  Jane  Ann 
MacDonald,   Patricia 
Morris,  Shirley  Ann 
Murphy,   Mary  Lou 
Myers,  Marilyn 
Pearson,   Rose  Ann 
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Smith,   Pauline 

Peets,  Sal  lie 
Reed,  Margaret 
Roberts,   Lois 
Schillig,  Josephine 
Sheets,  Robin 
Smith,  Pauline 
Stevenson,   Dorothy 
Stevenson,  Mary 
Stewart,  Mary  Deronda 
Taylor,  Jeanne 
Thomas,  Virginia 
Weatherly,  Alice 
Woolfolk,    Betty 
Wooten,    Ethor 


